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EXPLANATORY 

The Colonel Mulberry Sellers here re-introducecl to the 

public is the same person who appeared as Escliol Sellers 

in the first edition of the tale, entitled ‘ The Gilded Age,’ 

years ago, and as Beriali Sellers in the subsequent editions 

of the same booh, and finally as Mulberry Sellers in the 

drama played afterward by John T. Raymond. 

The name was changed from Eschol to Beriah to accom¬ 

modate an Eschol Sellers who rose up out of the vasty 

deeps of uncharted space, and preferred his request—backed 

by threat of a libel suit—then went his way appeased, and 

came no more. In the play Beriah had to be dropped to 

satisfy another member of the race, and Mulberry was 

substituted in the hope that the objectors would be tired by 

that time and let it pass unchallenged. So far it has 

occupied the field in peace; therefore, we chance it again, 

feeling reasonably safe this time, under shelter of the 

Statute of Limitations. 
Mark Twain. 

Hartford, 1892. 

146056 



THE WEATHER IN THIS BOOK 

No weather will be found in this book. This is an attempt to 

pull a book through without weather. It being the first attempt 

of the kind in fictitious literature, it may prove a failure, but it 

seemed worth the while of some dare-devil person to try it, and 

the author was in just the mood. Many a reader who wanted to 

read a tale through was not able to do it because of the delays on 

account of the weather. Nothing breaks up an author’s progress 

like having to stop every few pages to fuss up the weather. Thus, 

it is plain that persistent intrusions of weather are had for both 

reader and author. Of course, weather is necessary to a narrative 

of human experience. That is conceded. But it ought to be put 

where it will not be in the way ; where it will not interrupt the 

flow of the narrative. And it ought to be the ablest weather that 

can be had, not ignorant, poor-quality, amateur weather. Weather 

is a literary speciality, and no untrained hand can turn out a 

good article of it. The present author can do only a few trifling- 

ordinary kinds of weather, and he cannot do those very good. 

So it has seemed wisest to borrow such weather as is necessary 

for the book from qualified and recognised experts—giving credit, 

of course. This weather will be found over in the back part of 

the book, out of the way. (See Appendix, pp. 250-258.) The 

reader is requested to turn over and help himself from time to* 

time as he goes along. 
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THE AMERICAN CLAIMANT 

CHAPTER I 

It is a matchless morning in rural England. On a fair hill 

we see a majestic pile, the ivied walls and towers of Cholmon- 

deley Castle, huge relic and witness of the baronial grandeurs 

of the Middle Ages. This is one of the seats of the Earl of 

Eossmore, K.G., G.C.B., K.C.M.G., etc., etc., etc., etc., etc., 

who possesses twenty-two thousand acres of English land, 

owns a parish in London with two thousand houses on its 

lease-roll, and struggles comfortably along on an income of 

two hundred thousand pounds a year. The father and 

founder of this proud old line was William the Conqueror 

his very self; the mother of it was not inventoried in history 

by name, she being merely a random episode and inconse¬ 

quential, like the tanner’s daughter of Falaise. 

In a breakfast room of the castle on this breezy fine 

morning there are two persons and the cooling remains of 

a deserted meal. One of these persons is the old lord, tall, 

erect, square-shouldered, white-haired, stern-browed, a man 

who shows character in every feature, attitude, and move¬ 

ment, and carries his seventy years as easily as most men 

carry fifty. The other person is his only son and heir, a 

dreamy-eyed young fellow, who looks about twenty-six but 

/**) & 
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is nearer thirty. Candour, kindliness, honesty, sincerity, 

simplicity, modesty—it is easy to see that these are cardi¬ 

nal traits of his character; and so when you have clothed him 

in the formidable components of his name, you somehow seem 

to he contemplating a lamb in armour ; his name and style 

being the Honourable Kirkcudbright Llanover Marjoribanks 

Sellers Viscount Berkeley, of Cholmondeley Castle, War¬ 

wickshire. (Pronounced K’koobry Thlanover Marshbanks 

Sellers Vycount Barkly, of Chumly Castle, Warrikshr.) He is 

standing by a great window, in an attitude suggestive of 

respectful attention to what his father is saying and equally 

respectful dissent from the positions and arguments offered. 

The father walks the floor as he talks, and his talk shows that 

his temper is away up toward summer heat. 

‘ Soft-spirited as you are, Berkeley, I am quite aware 

that when you have once made up your mind to do a thing 

which your ideas of honour and justice require you to do, 

argument and reason are (for the time being) wasted upon 

you—yes, and ridicule, persuasion, supplication, and com¬ 

mand as well. To my mind-’ 

£ Father, if you will look at it without prejudice, without 

passion, you must concede that I am not doing a rash thing, 

a thoughtless, wilful thing, with nothing substantial behind 

it to justify it. I did not create the American claimant to 

the earldom of Piossmore; I did not hunt for him, did not 

find him, did not obtrude him upon your notice. He found 

himself, he injected himself into our lives-’ 

‘ And has made mine a purgatory for ten years with his 

tiresome letters, his wordy reasonings, his acres of tedious 
evidence,-’ 

‘ Which you would never read, would never consent to 

read. Yet in common fairness he was entitled to a hearing. 
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That hearing would either prove he was the rightful earl—in 

which case our course would be plain—or it would prove that 

he wasn’t—in which case our course would be equally plain. 

I have read his evidences, my lord. I have conned them 

well, studied them patiently and thoroughly. The chain 

seems to be complete, no important link wanting. I believe 

he is the rightful earl.’ 

‘ And I a usurper—a nameless pauper, a tramp ! Con¬ 

sider what you are saying, sir.’ 

‘ Father, if he is the rightful earl, would you, could you 

—that fact being established—consent to keep his titles and 

his properties from him a day, an hour, a minute ? ’ 

‘ You are talking nonsense—nonsense—lurid idiotcy ! 

Now, listen to me. I will make a confession—if you wish 

to call it by that name. I did not read those evidences be¬ 

cause I had no occasion to—I w'as made familiar with them 

in the time of this claimant’s father and of my own father 

forty years ago. This fellow’s predecessors have kept mine 

more or less familiar with them for close upon a hundred 

and fifty years. The truth is, the rightful heir did go to 

America, with the Fairfax heir or about the same time—■ 
but disappeared somewhere in the wilds of Virginia, got 

married, and began to breed savages for the Claimant 

market; wrote no letters home ; was supposed to be dead; his 

younger brother softly took possession ; presently the Ameri¬ 

can did die, and straightway his eldest product put in his 

claim—by letter—letter still in existence—and died before 

the uncle in possession found time—or maybe inclination— 

to answer. The infant son of that eldest product grew up 

—long interval, you see—and he took to writing letters and 

furnishing evidences. Well, successor after successor has 

done the same, dowm to the present idiot. It was a sue- 
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cession of paupers ; not one of them was ever able to pay 

his passage to England or institute suit. The Fairfaxes 

kept their lordship alive, and so they have never lost it to 

this day, although they live in Maryland; their friend lost 

his by his own neglect. You perceive now that the facts 

in this case bring us to precisely this result: morally the 

American tramp is rightful earl of Eossmore; legally he 

has no more right than his dog. There now—are you satis¬ 

fied ? ’ 
There was a pause, then the son glanced at the crest 

carved in the great oaken mantel and said, with a regretful 

note in his voice : 
‘ Since the introduction of heraldic symbols, the motto 

of this house has been Swum cuique—to every man his own 

By your own intrepidly frank confession, my lord, it is 

become a sarcasm. If Simon Lathers-’ 

‘ Keep that exasperating name to yourself ! For ten 

years it has pestered my eye and tortured my ear; till at 

last my very footfalls time themselves to the brain-racking 

rhythm of Simon Lathers !—Simon Lathers !—Simon 
Lathers! And now, to make its presence in my soul 

eternal, immortal, imperishable, you have resolved to—to 

—what is it you have resolved to do ? ’ 

< To go to Simon Lathers, in America, and change 

places with him.’ 
< What! Deliver the reversion of the earldom into his 

hands ?’ 
‘ That is my purpose.’ 
‘ Make this tremendous surrender without even trying 

the fantastic case in the Lords ? ’ 
< Ye—s—’ with hesitation and some embarrassment. 

‘By all that is amazing, I believe jou are insane, my 
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son. See here—have you been training with that ass 

again—that radical, if you prefer the term, though the words 

are synonymous—Lord Tanzy, of Tollmache ? ’ 

The son did not reply, and the old lord continued : 

‘ Yes, you confess. That puppy, that shame to his 

birth and caste, who holds all hereditary lordships and 

privilege to be usurpation, all nobility a tinsel sham, all 

aristocratic institutions a fraud, all inequalities in rank 

a legalised crime and an infamy, and no bread honest 

bread that a man doesn’t earn by his own work—work, 
pah ! ’—and the old patrician brushed imaginary labour- 

dirt from his white hands. ‘You have come to hold 

just those opinions yourself, I suppose,’ he added with a 

sneer. 

A faint flush in the younger man’s cheek told that 

the shot had hit and hurt, but he answered with 

dignity : 

‘ I have. I say it without shame—I feel none. And 

now my reason for resolving to renounce my heirship 

without resistance is explained. I wish to retire from what 

to me is a false existence, a false position, and begin my 

life over again—begin it right—begin it on the level of 

mere manhood, unassisted by factitious aids, and succeed 

or fail by pure merit or the want of it. I will go to 

America, where all men are equal and all have an equal 

chance; I will live or die, sink or swim, win or lose as 

just a man—that alone, and not a single helping gaud or 

fiction back of it.’ 

‘ Hear, hear ! ’ The two men looked each other 

steadily in the eye a moment or two, then the elder 

one added, musingly, ‘ Ab-so-lutely cra-zy—ab-so-lutely ! ’ 

After another silence, he said, as one who, long troubled 
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by clouds, detects a ray of sunshine, ‘ Well, there will be 

one satisfaction—Simon Lathers will come here to enter 

into his own, and I will drown him in the horsepond. That 

poor devil—always so humble in his letters, so pitiful, 

so deferential; so steeped 

in reverence for our great 

line and lofty station ; so 

anxious to placate us, so 

prayerful for recognition as 

a relative, a bearer in his 

veins of our sacred blood— 

and withal so poor, so 

needy, so threadbare and 

pauper-sliod as to raiment, 

so despised, so laughed at 

for his silly claimantship 

by the lewd American scum 

around him—acli, the vul¬ 

gar, crawling, insufferable 

tramp ! To read one of 

his cringing, nauseating 

letters—well ? ’ 

This to a splendid 

flunkey, all in inflamed 

plush and buttons and 

a splendid flunkey. knee-breeches as to Ins 

trunk, and a glinting white 

frost-work of ground-glass paste as to his head, who stood 

with his heels together and the upper half of him bent 

forward, a salver in his hands : 

‘ The letters, my lord.’ 

My lord took them, and the servant disappeared. 
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* Among the rest, an American letter. From the tramp, 

of course. Jove, but here’s a change ! No brown paper 

envelope this time, filched from a shop and carrying the 

shop’s advertisement in the corner. Oh, no, a proper enough 

envelope—with a most ostentatiously broad mourning 

border—for his cat, perhaps, since he was a bachelor—and 

fastened with red wax—a batch of it as big as a half-crown 

—and—and—our crest for a seal!—motto and all. And 

the ignorant sprawling hand is gone; he sports a secre¬ 

tary, evidently—a secretary with a most confident swing 

and flourish to his pen. Oh indeed, our fortunes are im¬ 

proving over there—our meek tramp has undergone a 

metamorphosis.’ 

‘ Read it, my lord, please.’ 

‘ Yes, this time I will. For the sake of the cat: 

14,042 Sixteenth Street, Washington, May 2. 

My Lord,—It is my painful duty to announce to you that the 

head of our illustrious house is no more—The Right Honour¬ 

able, The Most Noble, The Most Puissant Simon Lathers Lord 

Rossmore having departed this life (‘ Gone at last—this is un¬ 

speakably precious news, my son,’) at his seat in the environs of 

the hamlet of Duffy’s Corners in the grand old State of Arkansas 

—and his twin brother with him, both being crushed by a log 

at a smoke-house-raising, owing to carelessness on the part of all 

present, referable to over-confidence and gaiety induced by over¬ 

plus of sour-mash—(‘ Extolled be sour-mash, whatever that may 

be, eh, Berkeley ? ’) five days ago, with no scion of our ancient 

race present to close his eyes and inter him with the honours due 

to his historic name and lofty rank—in fact, he is on the ice yet, 

him and his brother—friends took up a collection for it. But I 

shall take immediate occasion to have their noble remains 

shipped to you (‘ Great heavens ! ’) for interment, with due cere¬ 

monies and solemnities, in the family vault or mausoleum of our 
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house. Meantime I shall put up a pair of hatchments on my 
house-front, and you will of course do the same at your several 

seats. 
I have also to remind you that by this sad disaster I, as sole 

heir, inherit and become seized of all the titles, honours, lands, 
and goods of our lamented relative, and must of necessity, pain¬ 
ful as the duty is, shortly require at the bar of the Lords resti¬ 
tution of these dignities and properties, now illegally enjoyed by 
your titular lordship. 

With assurance of my distinguished consideration and warm 
cousinly regard, I remain 

Your titular lordship’s 
Most obedient servant, 

Mulberry Sellers Earl Bossmore. 

‘ Im-mense! Come, this one’s interesting. Why, 

Berkeley, his breezy impudence is—is—why, it’s colossal, 

it’s sublime.’ 

‘ No, this one doesn’t seem to cringe much.’ 

‘ Cringe—why, he doesn’t know the meaning of the 

word. Hatchments! To commemorate that snivelling 

tramp and his fraternal duplicate. And he is going to send 

me the remains. The late Claimant was a fool, but plainly 

this new one’s a maniac. What a name ! Mulberry 

Sellers—there’s music for you. Simon Lathers—Mulberry 

Sellers—Mulberry Sellers—Simon Lathers. Sounds like 

machinery working and churning. Simon Lathers, Mul¬ 

berry Sel- Are you going ? ’ 

‘ If I have your leave, father.’ 

The old gentleman stood musing some time after his 

son was gone. This was his thought: 

‘ He is a good boy, and lovable. Let him take his own 

course—as it would profit nothing to oppose him—make 

things wrorse, in fact. My arguments and his aunt’s per- 
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suasions have failed; let us see what America can do for 
us. Let us see what equality and hard times can effect 
for the mental health of a brain-sick young British lord. 
Going to renounce his lordship and be a man ! Yas ! ’ 

CHAPTEB II 

Colonel Mulberry Sellers—this was some days before he 
wrote his letter to Lord Bossmore—was seated in his 
‘ library,’ which was also his ‘ drawing-room ’ and was also 
his ‘ picture gallery ’ and likewise his ‘ workshop.’ Some¬ 
times he called it by one of these names, sometimes by 
another, according to occasion and circumstance. He was 
constructing what seemed to be some kind of a frail 
mechanical toy, and was apparently very much interested 
in his work. He was a white-headed man, now, but other¬ 
wise he was as young, alert, buoyant, visionary and enter¬ 
prising as ever. His loving old wife sat near by, content¬ 
edly knitting and thinking, with a cat asleep in her lap. 
The room was large, light, and had a comfortable look, in 
fact a home-like look, though the furniture was of a humble 
sort and not over abundant, and the knick-knacks and 
things that go to adorn a living-room not plenty and not 
costly. But there were natural flowers, and there was an 
abstract and unclassifiable something about the place which 
betrayed the presence in the house of somebody with a 
happy taste and an effective touch. 

Even the deadly chromos on the walls were somehow 
without offence; in fact they seemed to belong there and to 
add an attraction to the room—a fascination, anyway; for 
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whoever got his eye on one of them was like to gaze and 

suffer till he died—you have seen that kind of pictures. 

Some of these terrors were landscapes, some libelled the sea, 

some were ostensible portraits, all were crimes. All the 

HE WAS CONSTRUCTING WHAT SEEMED TO BE SOME KIND OF A FRAIL 

MECHANICAL TOY. 

portraits were recognisable as dead Americans of distinction, 

and yet, through labelling added by a daring hand, they 

were all doing duty here as ‘ Earls of Rossmore.’ The 

newest one had left the works as Andrew Jackson, but was 
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doing its best now, as ‘ Simon Lathers Lord Eossmore, 

Piesent Earl. On one wall was a cheap old railroad map 

of Warwickshire. This had been newly labelled ‘ The 

Eossmoie Estates. On the opposite wall was another map, 

and this was the most imposing decoration of the establish¬ 

ment and the first to catch a stranger’s attention, because 

of its great size. It had once borne simply the title Siberia ; 
but now the word ‘ Future ’ had been written in front of 

that word. There were other additions, in red ink—many 

cities, with great populations set down, scattered over the 

\ast country at points where neither cities nor populations 

exist to-day. One of these cities, with population placed at 

1,500,000, bore the name ‘ Libertyorloffskoizalinski,’ and 

there was a still more populous one, centrally located and 

maiked Capital, which bore the name ‘ Freedomolovna- 
ivanovich.’ 

The ‘ mansion ’—the Colonel’s usual name for the house 

was a rickety old two-story frame of considerable size, 

which had been painted, some time or other, but had nearly 

forgotten it. It was away out in the ragged edge of Wash¬ 

ington and had once been somebody’s country place. It; 

had a neglected yard around it, with a paling fence that 

needed straightening up, in places, and a gate that would 

stay shut. By the door-post were several modest tin signs. 

* Mulberry Sellers, Attorney at Law and Claim Agent,’ 

was the principal one. One learned from the others that 

the Colonel was a Materialise!-, a Hypnotiser, a Mind-Cure 

dabbler, and so on. For he was a man who could always 
find things to do. 

A white-headed negro man, with spectacles and damaged 

white cotton gloves, appeared in the presence, made a stately 
obeisance and announced— 
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‘ Marse Washington Hawkins, suh.’ 

‘ Great Scott! Show him in, Dan’l, show him in.’ 

The Colonel and his wife were on their feet in a moment, 

and the next moment were joyfully wringing the hands of 

a stoutish, discouraged-looking man whose general aspect 

suggested that he was fifty years old, but whose hair swore 
to a hundred. 

‘ Well, well, well, Washington, my boy, it is good to 

look at you again. Sit down, sit down, and make yourself 

at home. There, now—why, you look perfectly natural; 

aging a little, just a little, but you’d have known him any¬ 

where, wouldn’t you, Polly ? ’ 

‘ Gli, yes, Berry, he’s just like his pa would have looked 

it he’d lived. Dear, dear, where have you dropped from? 

Let me see, how long is it since-’ 

‘ 1 should say it’s all of fifteen years, Mrs. Sellers.’ 

‘ Well, well, how time does get away with us. Yes, and 
oh, the changes that-’ 

There was a sudden catch of her voice and a trembling of 

the lip, the men waiting reverently for her to get command 

ol herself and go on ; but after a little struggle she turned 

away, with her apron to her eyes, and softly disappeared. 

‘ Seeing you made her think of the children, poor 

thing—dear, dear, they're all dead hut the youngest. 

But banish care, it’s no time for it now—on with the 

dance, let joy be unconfined is my motto, whether there’s 

any dance to dance, or any joy to unconfine—you’ll he 

the healthier for it every time,—every time, Washington 

— it’s my experience, and I’ve seen a good deal of this 

world. Come—where have you disappeared to all these 

years, and are you from there, now7, or where are vou 
from ? ’ 
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‘ I don’t quite think you would ever guess/ Colonel. 
Cherokee Strip.’ 

‘ My land ! ’ 

‘ Sure as you live.’ 

‘ You can’t mean it. Actually living out there ? ’ 

‘Well, yes, if a body may call it that; though it’s a 

pretty strong term for ’dobies and jackass rabbits, boiled 

beans and slapjacks, depression, withered hopes, poverty in 
all its varieties-’ 

‘ Louise out there ? ’ 

‘ Yes, and the children.’ 

‘ Out there now ? ’ 

‘ Yes, I couldn’t afford to bring them with me.’ 

‘ Oh, I see,—you had to come—claim against the govern¬ 

ment. Make yourself perfectly easy—I’ll take care of that.' 

‘ But it isn’t a claim against the government.’ 

‘ No ? Want to be postmaster ? That's all right. Leave 
it to me. I’ll fix it.’ 

‘ But it isn’t postmaster—you're all astray yet.’ 

‘ Well, good gracious, Washington, why don’t you come 

out and tell me what it is ? What do you want to be so re¬ 

served and distrustful with an old friend like me, for ? Don’t 

you reckon I can keep a se-’ 

‘ There’s no seeret about it—you merely don’t give me 

a chance to-’ 

‘ Now look here, old friend, I know the human race ; 

and I know that when a man comes to Washington, I don’t 

care if it’s from heaven, let alone Cherokee Strip, it’s 

because he wants something. And I know that as a rule 

he’s not going to get it; that he’ll stay and try for another 

thing and won’t get that; the same luck with the next and 

the next and the next; and keeps on till he strikes bottom, 
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and is too poor and ashamed to go back, even to Cherokee 

Strip ; and at last his heart breaks and they take up a 

collection and bury him. There—don’t interrupt me, I 

know what I’m talking about. Happy and prosperous 

in the Far West, wasn’t I ? You know that. Principal 

citizen of Hawkeye, looked up to by everybody, kind of an 

autocrat, actually a kind of an autocrat, Washington. 

W ell, nothing would do but I must go Minister to St. James, 

the Governor and everybody insisting, you know, and so at 

last I consented—no getting out of it, had to do it, so here 

I came. A day too late, Washington. Think of that—what 

little things change the world’s history—yes, sir, the place 

had been filled. Well, there I was, you see. I offered to 

compromise and go to Paris. The President was very sorry 

and all that, but that place, you see, didn’t belong to the 

West, so there I was again. There was no help for it, so 

I had to stoop a little—we all reach the day some time or 

other when we’ve got to do that, Washington, and it’s not 

a bad thing for us, either, take it by and large and all 

around—I had to stoop a little and offer to take Constanti¬ 

nople. Washington, consider this—for it’s perfectly true— 

within a month I asked for China ; within another month I 

hcgc/ed for Japan; one year later I was away down, down, 

down, supplicating with tears and anguish for the bottom 

office in the gift of the government of the United States_ 

Flint-Picker in the cellars of the War Department. And 
by George I didn’t get it.’ 

‘ Flint-Picker ? ’ 

‘ Yes. Office established in the time of the Devolution, 

last century. The musket-flints for the military posts were 

supplied from the capitol. They do it yet; for although 

the flint arm has gone out and the forts have tumbled down, 
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THE COLONEL HAD TO GET CP AND STAND 



16 THE AMERICAN CLAIMANT 

the decree hasn’t been repealed—been overlooked and for¬ 

gotten, you see—and so the vacancies where old Ticonderoga 

and others used to stand, still get their six quarts of gun- 

flints a year just the same.’ 

Washington said musingly after a pause: 

‘How strange it seems—to start for Minister to England 

at twenty thousand a year and fail for flint-picker at- 

‘ Three dollars a week. It’s human life, Washington— 

just an epitome of human ambition, and struggle, and the out¬ 

come : you aim for the palace and get drowned in the sewer.’ 

There was another meditative silence. Then Washing¬ 

ton said, with earnest compassion in his voice : 

‘ And so, after coming here, against your inclination, to 

satisfy your sense of patriotic duty and appease a selfish 

public clamour, you get absolutely nothing for it.’ 

‘ Nothing? ’ The Colonel had to get up and stand, to 

get room for his amazement to expand. ‘Nothing, Washing¬ 

ton ? I ask you this: to be a perpetual Member and the 

only Perpetual Member of a Diplomatic Body accredited to 

the greatest country on earth—do you call that nothing ? ’ 

It was Washington’s turn to be amazed. He was 

stricken dumb; but the wide-eyed wonder, the reverent 

admiration expressed in his face were more eloquent than 

any words could have been. The Colonel’s wounded spirit 

was healed and he resumed his seat pleased and content. 

He leaned forward and said impressively: 

‘ What was due to a man who had become for ever 

conspicuous by an experience without precedent in the 

history of the world ?—a man made permanently and 

diplomatically sacred, so to speak, by having been con¬ 

nected, temporarily, through solicitation, with every single 

diplomatic post in the roster of this government, from 
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Envoy Extraordinary and Minister Plenipotentiary to the 

Court of St. Janies all the way down to Consul to a guano 

lock in the Straits of Sunda—salary payable in guano_ 

which disappeared by volcanic convulsion the day before 

they got down to my name in the list of applicants. Cer¬ 

tainly something august enough to be answerable to the 

size of this unique and memorable experience was my due, 

and I got it. By the common voice of this community, 

by acclamation ot the people, that mighty utterance which 

bi ushes aside laws and legislation, and from whose decrees 

there is no appeal, I was named Perpetual Member of the 

Diplomatic Body representing the multifarious sovereignties 

and civilisations of the globe near the republican court of 

the United States of America. And they brought me home 
with a torchlight procession.’ 

‘ It is wonderful, Colonel, simply wonderful.’ 

‘ It’s the loftiest official position in the whole earth.’ 

I should think so—and the most commanding.’ 

You have named the word. Think ot it. I frown, and 

theie is war; I smile, and contending nations lay down 
their arms.’ 

‘ It is awful. The responsibility, I mean.’ 

‘It is nothing. Besponsibility is no burden to me; I 
am used to it; have always been used to it.’ 

‘ And the work—the work ! Do you have to attend all 
the sittings ? ’ 

‘ Who, I ? Does the Emperor of Russia attend the 

conclaves of the governors of the provinces ? He sits at 
home, and indicates his pleasure.’ 

W askington was silent a moment, then a deep sigh 
escaped him. 

C 
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‘ How proud I was an hour ago; how paltry seems 

my little promotion now ! Colonel, the reason I came to 

Washington is,—I am Congressional Delegate from Cherokee 

Strip! ’ 

The Colonel sprang to his feet and broke out with 

prodigious enthusiasm : 

‘Give me your hand, my boy—this is immense news! 

I congratulate you with all my heart. My prophecies 

stand confirmed. I always said it was in you. I always 

said you were born for high distinction and would achieve 

it. You ask Polly if I didn’t.’ 

Washington was dazed by this most unexpected demon¬ 

stration. 

‘ Why, Colonel, there’s nothing to it. That little narrow, 

desolate, unpeopled, oblong streak of grass and gravel, lost 

in the remote wastes of the vast continent—why, it’s like 

representing a billiard table—a discarded one.’ 

‘ Tut-tut, it’s a great, it’s a staving preferment, and just 

opulent with influence here.’ 

‘ Shucks, Colonel, I haven’t even a vote.’ 

‘ That’s nothing; you can make speeches.’ 

‘ No, I can’t. The population’s only two hundred —’ 

‘ That's all right, that’s all right-’ 

‘ And they hadn’t any right to elect me ; we’re not even 

a territory, there’s no Organic Act, the government hasn’t 

any official knowledge of us whatever.’ 

‘ Never mind about that; I’ll fix that. I’ll rush the 

thing through, I’ll get you organised in no time.’ 

‘ Will you, Colonel ?—it’s too good of you ; but it’s 

just your old sterling self, the same old ever-faithful 

friend,’ and the grateful tears welled up in Washington’s 

eyes. 
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‘ It’s just as good as done, my boy, just as good as done. 

Shake hands. We’ll hitch teams together, you and I, and 

we’ll make things hum ! ’ 

CHAPTER III 

Mrs. Sellers returned now, with her composure restored, 

and began to ask after Hawkins’s wife, and about his 

children, and the number of them, and so on, and her 

examination of the witness resulted in a circumstantial 

history of the family’s ups and downs and driftings to 

and fro in the far West during the previous fifteen years. 

There was a message, now, from out back, and Colonel 

Sellers went out there to answer to it. Hawkins took this 

opportunity to ask how the world had been using the 

Colonel during the past half-generation. 

‘ Oh, it’s been using him just the same ; it couldn’t 

change its way of using him if it wanted to, for he wouldn’t 

let it.’ 

‘ I can easily believe that, Mrs. Sellers.’ 

‘ Yes, you see, he doesn’t change himself—not the least 

little bit in the world—he’s always Mulberry Sellers.’ 

‘ I can see that plain enough.’ 

‘ Just the same old scheming, generous, good-hearted, 

moonshiny, hopeful, no-account failure he always was, 

and still everybody likes him just as well as if he was the 

shiningest success.’ 

‘ They always did ; and it was natural, because be was 

so obliging and accommodating, and had something about 

him that made it kind of easy to ask help of him, or favours 

—you didn’t feel shy, you know, or have that wish- 
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you-dicln’t-have-to-try feeling that you have with other 

people.’ 

* It’s just so, yet; and a body wonders at it, too, because 

he’s been shamefully treated, many times, by people that 

‘ IT MUST TKY YOCR PATIENCE PRETTY SHARPLY SOMETIMES.* 

had used him for a ladder to climb up by, and then kicked 

him down when they didn’t need him any more. For a 

time you can see he’s hurt, his pride’s wounded, because 

he shrinks away from that thing, and don’t want to talk 

about it—and so I used to think now he’s learned somethin^ 
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and he’ll be more careful hereafter—but laws! In a couple 

of weeks he’s forgotten all about it, and any selfish tramp 

out of nobody knows where can come and put up a poor 

mouth and walk right into his heart with his boots on.’ 

‘ If must try your patience pretty sharply sometimes.’ 

‘ Oh, no, I’m used to it; and I’d rather have him so 

than the other way. When I call him a failure, I mean to 

the world he’s a failure; he isn’t to me. I don’t know as 

I want him different—much different, anyway. I have to 

scold him some, snarl at him, you might even call it, but I 

reckon I’d do that just the same if he was different—it’s my 
make. But I’m a good 

deal less snarly and 

more contented when 

lie’s a failure than I 

am when he isn’t.’ 

‘ Then he isn’t al¬ 

ways a failure,’ said 

Hawkins, brightening. 

‘ Him ? Oh, bless 

you, no. He makes a 

strike, as he calls it, 

from time to time. 

Then’s my time to fret 

and fuss. For the money just flies—first • W- 

come first served. Straight off, he loads 

up the house with cripples and idiots and stray cats and 

all the different kinds of poor wrecks that other people 

don’t want and he does, and then when the poverty comes 

again I’ve got to clear the most of them out or we’d 

starve; and that distresses him, and me the same, of 

course. Here's old Dan’l and Jinny, that the sheriff sold 
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south one of the times that we got bankrupted before the 

war—they came wandering hack after the peace, worn out 

and used up on the cotton plantations, helpless, and not 

another lick of work left in their old hides for the rest of 

this earthly pilgrimage—and 

we so pinched, oh J so pinched, 

for the very crumbs to keep 

life in us, and he just flung 

the door wide, and the way 

he received them, you’d have 

thought they had come 

straight down from heaven 

in answer to prayer. I took 

him one side and said, “ Mul¬ 

berry, we can’t have them— 

we’ve nothing for ourselves— 

we can t feed them.” He 

looked at me kind of hurt, 

and said, “ Turn them out ?— 

and they’ve come to me just 
as confident and trusting as—as—why, Polly, I must have 

bought that confidence some time or other a long time ago 

and given my note, so to speak—you don’t get such things 

as a gift—and how am I going to go back on a debt like 

that ? And you see, they’re so poor, and old, and friend¬ 

less, and—” But I was ashamed by that time, and shut 

him off, and somehow felt a new courage in me, and so I 

said, softly, “ We’ll keep them — the Lord will provide.” 

He was glad, and started to blurt out one of those over¬ 

confident speeches of his, but checked himself in time, and 

said humbly, I will, anyway. It was years and years and 
years ago. Well, you see those old wrecks are here yet.’ 

1 THE SHERIFF 

SOLD OUT.’ 
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‘ But don’t they do your housework ? ’ 

‘ Laws ! The idea. They would if they could, poor old 

things, and perhaps they think they do do some of it. But 

it’s a superstition. Dan’l waits on the front door, and 

sometimes goes on an errand ; and sometimes you’ll see 

one or both of them letting on to dust around in here—but 

that’s because there’s something they want to hear about 

and mix their gabble into. And they’re always around at 

DAN L WAITS ON THE 

FRONT DOOR.’ 

LETTING ON TO DUST 

AROUND.5 

meals, for the same reason. But the fact is, we have to 

keep a young negro girl just to take care of them, and a 

negro woman to do the housework and help take care of 

them.’ 

‘ Well, they ought to be tolerably happy, I should 
think 

‘ It’s no name for it. They quarrel together pretty 

much all the time—most always about religion, because 
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Dan'l’s a Dunker Baptist and Jinny’s a shouting Methodist, 

and Jinny believes in special Providences and Dan’l don’t, 

because he thinks he’s a kind of a free-thinker—and they 

play and sing plantation hymns together, and talk and 

chatter just eternally and for ever, and are sincerely fond of 

each other and think the world of Mulberry, and he puts 

UP patiently with all their spoiled ways and foolishness, and 

so—ah, well, they’re happy enough if it comes to that. 

And I don’t mind—I’ve got used to it. I can get used to 

anything, with Mulberry to help; and the fact is, I don’t 

much care what happens, so long as he’s spared to me.’ 

Well, here’s to him, and hoping he’ll make another 
strike soon.’ 

‘ And rake in the lame, the halt and the blind, and turn 
the house into a hospital again ? It’s what lie would do. 

I’ve seen a plenty of that and more. No, Washington, I 

want his strikes to be mighty moderate ones the rest of the 
way down the vale.’ 

M ell, then, big strike or little strike, or no strike at all 

here’s hoping he’ll never lack for friends—and I don’t 

reckon he ever will while there’s people around who know 
enough to-’ 

‘ Him lack for friends ! ’ and she tilted her head up with 

a frank pride—‘ why, Washington, you can’t name a man 

that’s anybody that isn’t fond of him. I’ll tell you privately 

that I’ve had Satan’s own time to keep them from appoint¬ 

ing him to some office or other. They knew he’d no busi¬ 

ness with an office, just as well as I did, but lie’s the hardest 

man to refuse anything to, a body ever saw. Mulberry 

Sellers with an office ! laws goodness, you know what that 

would be like. Why, they’d come from the ends of the 

earth to see a circus like that. I’d just as lieyes be married 
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to Niagara Falls, and done with it.’ After a reflective pause 

she added—having wandered back, in the interval, to the 

remark that had been her test: ‘ Friends ?—oh, indeed, no 

man ever had more ; and such friends : Grant, Sherman, 

Sheridan, Johnston, Longstreet, Lee—many’s the time 

they’ve sat in that chair you’re sitting in—’ Hawkins was 

out of it instantly, and contemplating it with a reverential 

surprise, and with the 

awed sense of having 

trodden shod upon 

holy ground— 

‘ They ! ’ he said. 

‘ Oh, indeed, yes, 

a many and a many 

a time.’ 

He continued to 

gaze at the chair fasci¬ 

nated, magnetised ; 

and for once in his 

life that continental 

stretch of dry prairie 

which stood for his 

imagination was afire, 

and across it was 

marching a slanting 

flame-front that joined 
its wide horizons toge- HE continued to oaze at the chair 

tner and smothered 

the skies with smoke. He was experiencing what one or 

another drowsing, geographically-ignorant alien experiences 

every day in the year when he turns a dull and indifferent 

eye out of the car window and it falls upon a certain 
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station-sign which reads ‘ Stratford-on-Avon! ’ ]\rrs. Sellers 
went gossiping comfortably along : 

‘ Oh, they like to hear him talk, especially if their load 

is getting rather heavy on one shoulder and they want to 

shift it. He s all air, you know,—breeze, you may say_ 

and he freshens them up; it’s a trip to the country, they 

say. Many a time lie’s made General Grant laugh and 

that’s a tidy job, I can tell you, and as for Sheridan, his 

eye lights up and he listens to Mulberry Sellers the same 

as it he was artillery. You see. the charm about Mulberry 

is, he is so catholic and unprejudiced that he tits in any¬ 

where and everywhere. It makes him powerful good 

company, and as popular as scandal. You go to the 

White House when the President’s holding a general re¬ 

ception-some time when Mulberry’s there. Why, dear 

me, you can't tell which of them it is that’s holding that 
reception.’ 

* W ell, he certainly is a remarkable man —and he always 
was. Is he religious ? ’ 

•Clear to his marrow—does more thinking and roadiim 

on that subject than any other except Russia and Siberia" 

thrashes around over the whole field, too; nothin* bigoted 
about him.’ ° 

‘ W hat is his religion ? ’ 

< He~' Sho stopped, and was lost for a moment or 
two m thinkings, then she said, with simplicity, ‘ 1 think he 

was a Mohammedan or something last week.’ 

Washington started down town, now, to bring his trunk 

for the hospitable Sellerses would listen to no excuses- 

their house must be his home during the session The 

Colonel returned presently and resumed work upon his 

pla)thing. It was finished when Washington got back. 
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‘ There it is,’ said the Colonel, ‘ all finished.’ 

‘ What is it for, Colonel ? ’ 

* if s just a trifle. Toy to amuse the children.’ 
Washington examined it. 

‘ It seems to be a puzzle.’ 

‘ that’s what it is. I call it Pigs in the Clover. 

Put them in—see if you can put them in the pen.’ 

After many failures Washington 

succeeded, and was as pleased as a 
child. 

‘ It’s wonderfully ingenious, 

Colonel, it’s ever so clever. And 

interesting—why, I could play with 

it all day. What are you going to 

do with it ? ’ 

‘Oh, nothing. Patent it and 

throw it aside.’ 

‘ Don’t you do anything of the 

kind. There’s money in that thing.’ 

A compassionate look travelled 

countenance, and he said : 

‘ Money—yes; pin-money : a couple of hundred thou¬ 
sand, perhaps. Not more.’ 

Washington’s eyes blazed. 

* A Gourde of hundred thousand dollars ! do you call that 
pin-money ? ’ 

The Colonel rose and tip-toed his way across the room, 

closed a door that was slightly ajar, tip-toed his way to his 

seat again, and said, under his breath— 

‘ You can keep a secret ? ’ 

Washington nodded his affirmative, lie was too awed to 
speak. 

1 PIQS IN THE CLOVER.’ 

over the Colonel’s 
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‘ You have heard of materialisation—materialisation of 
departed spirits ? ’ 

Washington had heard of it. 

‘ And probably didn’t believe in it; and quite right too. 

The thing as practised by ignorant charlatans is unworthy 

of attention or respect—where there’s a dim light and a 

dark cabinet, and a parcel of sentimental gulls gathered 

together, with their faith and their shudders and their 

tears all ready, and one and the same fatty degeneration 

of protoplasm and humbug comes out and materialises 

himself into anybody you want, grandmother, grandchild 

brother-in-law, Witch of Endor, John Milton, Siamese 

twins, Peter the Great, and all such frantic nonsense—no, 

that is all foolish and pitiful. But when a man that is 

competent brings the vast powers of science to bear, it’s a 

different matter, a totally different matter, you see. The 

spectre that answers that call has come to stay. Do you 

note the commercial value of that detail ? ’ 

‘Well, I— the the truth is, that I don’t quite know 

t lat I do. Do you mean that such, being permanent, not 

transitory, would give more general satisfaction, and so 
enhance the price of tickets to the show_’ 

‘ Show ? 1- oily—listen to me; and get a good grip on 

your breath, for you are going to need it. Within three 

days I shall have completed my method, and then—let the 

" °rld stand aghast, for it shall see marvels. Washington 

within three days-ten at the outside-you shall se^ me 

caU the dead of any century, and they will arise and walk. 

\\ alk . they shall walk for ever, and never die a^ain 

Walk with all the muscle and spring of their p^n" 
vigour. 

‘ CoIond! Indeed it does take one’s breath away.’ 
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‘ Now do you see the money that’s in it ? ’ 

‘ I’m—well, I’m—not really sure that I do.’ 

‘ Great Scott, look here. I shall have a monopoly ; 

they’ll all belong to me, won’t they ? Two thousand 

policemen in the city of New York. Wages, four dollars a 

day. I’ll replace them with dead ones at half the money.’ 

‘ Oh, prodigious ! I never thought of that. F-o-u-r 

thousand dollars a day. Now I do begin to see! But will 

dead policemen answer ? ’ 

‘ Haven’t they—up to this time ? ’ 

‘Well, if you put it that way-’ 

‘ Put it any way you want to. Modify it to suit your¬ 

self, and my lads shall still be superior. They won’t eat, 

they won’t drink—don’t need those things ; they won’t wink 

for cash at gambling dens and unlicensed rum-holes, they 

won’t spark the scullery-maids; and moreover the hands 

of toughs that ambuscade them on lonely beats, and 

cowardly shoot and knife them will only damage the uni¬ 

forms and not live long enough to get more than a 

momentary satisfaction out of that.’ 

‘ Why, Colonel, if you can furnish policemen, then of 
course-’ 

‘ Certainly—I can furnish any line of goods that’s 

wanted. Take the army, for instance—now twenty-five 

thousand men ; expense, twenty-two millions a year. I 

will dig up the Romans, I will resurrect the Greeks, I will 

furnish the government, for ten millions a year, ten thou¬ 

sand veterans drawn from the victorious legions of all the 

ages—soldiers that will chase Indians year in and year out 

on materialised horses, and cost never a cent for rations or 

repairs. The armies of Europe cost two billions a year now— 

I will replace them all for a billion. I will dig up the trained 
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statesmen of all ages and all climes, and furnish this 

country with a Congress that knows enough to come in 

out of the rain—a thing that’s never happened yet, since 

the Declaration of Independence, and never will happen till 

these practically dead people are replaced with the genuine 

article. I will re-stock the thrones of Europe with the best 

brains and the best morals that all the royal sepulchres of 

all the centuries can furnish—which isn’t promising very 

much-and I’ll divide the wages and the civil list, fair and 
square, merely taking my half and-’ 

‘ Colonel, it the halt of this is true, there’s millions in 
it—millions.’ 

‘ Billions in it—billions; that’s what you mean. Why, 

look here; the thing is so close at hand, so imminent, so 

absolutely immediate, that if a man were to come to me 

now and say, Colonel, I am a little 

short, and if you could lend me 

a couple of billion dollars for— 
come in ! ’ 

This in answer to a knock. 

An energetic-looking man bustled 

in with a big pocket-book in his 

hand, took a paper from it and 

presented it, with the curt re¬ 
mark— 

‘ Seventeenth and last call— 

you want to out with that three 

dollars and forty cents this time 
without fail, Colonel Mulberry Sellers.’ 

The Colonel began to slap this pocket and that one, and 

feel here and there and everywhere, muttering: 

‘ What have I done with that wallet ?—let me see—um 

AN ENERGETIC-LOOKING MAN 

BUSTLED IN. 
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—not here, not there —Oh, I must have left it in the 

kitchen ; I’ll just run and-’ 

‘ No you won’t—you’ll stay right where you are. And 

you’re going to disgorge, too—this time.’ 

Washington innocently offered to go and look. When 

he was gone the Colonel said: 

‘ The fact is, I’ve got to throw myself on your indulgence 

just this once more, Suggs ; you see the remittances I was 

expecting-’ 

‘ Hang the remittances it’s too stale—it won’t answer. 

Come ! ’ 

The Colonel glanced about him in despair. Then his 

face lighted; he ran to the wall and began to dust off a 

peculiarly atrocious chromo with his handkerchief. Then 

he brought it reverently, offered it to the collector, averted 

his face and said : 

‘ Take it, but don’t let me see it go. It’s the sole 

remaining Rembrandt that--’ 

‘ Rembrandt be damned, it’s a chromo.’ 

‘ Oh, don’t speak of it so, I beg you. It’s the only really 

great original, the only supreme example of that mighty 

school of art which-’ 

‘ Art! It’s the sickest looking thing I-’ 

The Colonel was already bringing another horror and 

tenderly dusting it. 

‘ Take this one too—the gem of my collection—the only 

genuine Fra Angelico that-’ 

‘ Illuminated liver-pad, that’s what it is. Give it here 

—good day—people will think I’ve robbed a nigger barber¬ 

shop.’ 

As he slammed the door behmd him the Colonel shouted 

with an anguished accent: 
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‘ Do please cover them up—don’t let the damp get at 
them. The delicate tints in the Angelico_’ 

But the man was gone. 

Washington reappeared and said he had looked every¬ 

where, and so had Mrs. Sellers and the servants, but in 

vain , and went on to say he wished he could get his eye 

on a certain man about this time—no need to hunt up that 

pocket-book then. The Colonel’s interest was awake at 
once. 

‘ What man ? ’ 

‘ One-armed Pete they call him out there—out in the 

Cherokee country I mean. Bobbed the bank in Tah- 
lequah.’ 

‘ Do they have banks in Tahlequah ? ’ 

® hank, anyway. He was suspected of robbing 

it. Whoever did it got away with more than twenty 

thousand dollars. They offered a reward of five thousand. 
1 believe I saw that very man, on my way east.’ 

‘ No—is that so ? ’ 

‘ I certainly saw a man on the train, the first day I 

struck the railroad, that answered the description pretty 

exactly at least as to clothes and a lacking arm.’ 

‘ Why didn’t you get him arrested and claim the re¬ 
ward ? ’ 

‘ I couldn’t. I had to get a requisition, of course. But 
I meant to stay by him till I got my chance.’ 

«Well ? ’ 

A ell, lie lelt the train during the night some time. 
‘ Oh, hang it, that’s too bad.’ 

‘ Not so very bad, either.’ 

‘ Why ? ’ 

‘ Because he came down to Baltimore in the very train 
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I was in, though I didn’t know it in time. As we moved 

out of the station I saw him going toward the iron gate 

with a satchel in his hand.’ 

‘ Good ; we’ll catch him. Let’s lay a plan.’ 

‘ Send description to the Baltimore police ? ’ 

‘ Why, what are you talking about ? No. Do you 

want them to get the reward ? ’ 

‘ What shall we do, then ? ’ 

The Colonel reflected. 

‘ I SAW HIM GOING TOWARD THE IRON GATE.’* 

1 I’ll tell you. Put a personal in the Baltimore Sun. 

Word it like this : 

^ DROP ME A LINE, PETE- 

—* Hold on. Which arm has he lost ? ’ 

‘ The right.’ 

‘ Good. Now then— 

A DROP ME A LINE, PETE, EVEN IF YOU HAVE 
• to write with your left hand. Address X. \. Z., General 

Post Office, Washington. From YOU KNOW WHO. 

‘ There—that’ll fetch him.’ 

‘ But he won't know who—will he ? ’ 

* No, but he’ll want to know, won’t he? ’ 
D 
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‘ Why, certainly—I didn’t think of that. What made 
you think of it ? ’ 

‘ Knowledge of human curiosity. Strong trait, very 
strong trait.’ 

‘ Now I’ll go to my room and write it out and enclose 
a dollar and tell them to print it to the worth of that.’ 

CHAPTER IV 

The day wore itself out. After dinner the two friends put 
in a long and harassing evening trying to decide what to 

do with the five thousand dollars 
reward which they were going to 
get when they should find One- 
Armed Pete, and catch him, and 
prove him to be the right person, 
and extradite him, and ship him 

to Tahlequah. in the Indian 
Territory. But there were 
so many dazzling openings 
for ready cash that they 
found it impossible to make 
up their minds and keep 
them made up. Finally, 
Mrs. Sellers grew very 
weary of it all, and said— 

‘ What is the sense in 
cooking a rabbit before it’s 

: caught ? ’ 
ONE-AHJIEI) PETE. riTL__ il,, inen the matter was 

dropped, for the time being, and all went to bed. Next 
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morning, being persuaded by Hawkins, the Colonel made 

drawings and specifications and went down and applied for 

a patent for his toy puzzle, and Hawkins took the toy 

itself and started out to see what chance there might be to 

do something with it commercially. He did not have to 

go far. In a small old wooden shanty which had once 

been occupied as a dwelling by some humble negro family 

he found a keen-eyed Yankee engaged in repairing cheap 

chairs and other second-hand 

furniture. This man examined 

the toy indifferently ; attempted 

to do the puzzle; found it not 

so easy as he had expected ; 

grew more interested, and fin¬ 

ally emphatically so ; achieved 

a success at last, and asked— 

‘ Is it patented ? ’ 

4 Patent applied for.’ 

‘ That will answer. What 

do you want for it ? ’ 

‘ What will it retail for ? ’ 

‘Well, twenty-five cents, I 

should think.’ 

‘ What will you give for the exclusive right ? ’ 

‘ I couldn’t give twenty dollars, if I had to pay cash 

down ; but I’ll tell you what I’ll do. I’ll make it and 

market it, and pay you five cents royalty on each one.’ 

Washington sighed. Another dream disappeared ; no 

money in the thing. So he said— 

‘ All right, take it at that. Draw me a paper.’ 

He went his way with the paper, and dropped the 

matter out of his mind—dropped it out to make room for 
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further attempts to think out the moat promising way to 

invest his half of the reward, in case a partnership invest¬ 

ment satisfactory to both beneficiaries could not be hit upon. 

He bad not been very long at home when Sellers arrived 

sodden with grief and booming with glad excitement — 

working both these emotions successfully, sometimes sepa¬ 

rately, sometimes together. He fell on Hawkins’s neck 

sobbing, and said 

‘ Oh, mourn with me, my friend, mourn for my desolate 

house : death lias smitten my last kinsman and I am Earl 

of ItoBsmore congratulate me ! ’ 

He turned to his wife, who had entered while this was 

going on, put his arms about her and said—‘You will 

bear up, for my sake, my lady -it had to happen, it was 

decreed.’ 

She bore up very well, and said — 

‘ It’s no great loss. Simon Lathers was a poor well- 

meaning useless thing and no account, and his brother 

never was worth shucks.’ 

The rightful earl continued 

‘ I am too much prostrated by these conflicting griefs 

and joys to be able to concentrate my mind upon affairs ; I 

will ask our good friend here to break the news by wire or 

post to the Lady Gwendolen and instruct her to 
‘ What Lady Gwendolen ?’ 

* Our poor daughter, who, alas !-’ 

‘ Sully Sellers? Mulberry Sellers, are you losing your 
mind ? ’ 

‘ There—please do not forget who you are, and who I 

am ; remember your own dignity, be considerate also of 

mine. It were best to cease from using my family name 
now, Lady Itossmore.’ 
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£ Goodness gracious, well, I never ! What am I to call 

you then ? ’ 
* In private, the ordinary terms of endearment will still 

be admissible, to some degree ; but in public it will be more 
becoming if your ladyship will speak to me as my lord, or 
your lordship, and of me as Rossmore, or the Earl, or bis 
Lordship, and-’ 

‘ Oh, scat! I can’t ever do it, Berry.’ 
* But indeed you must, my love—we must live up to our 

altered position and submit with what grace we may to its 
requirements.’ 

‘ Well, all right, have it your own way ; I’ve never set 
my wishes against your commands yet, Mul—my lord, and 
it’s late to begin now, though to my mind it’s the rottenest 
foolishness that ever was.’ 

‘ Spoken like my own true wife! There, kiss and be 

friends again.’ 
‘ But—Gwendolen ! 

to stand that name. 

Why, a body wouldn’t 

know Sally Sellers in it. 

It’s too large for her; 

kind of like a cherub 

in an ulster, and it’s a 

most outlandish sort of 

a name, anyway, to my 

mind.’ 

‘ You’ll not hear her 

find fault with it, my 

lady.’ 

‘ That’s a true word. She takes to any kind of romantic 

rubbish like she was born to it. She never got it from me, . 

I don’t know how I am ever going 

1 A CHERUB IN AN ULSTER.’ 



THE AMERICAN CLAIMANT 88 

that’s sure. And sending her to that silly college hasn’t 

helped the matter any—just the other way.’ 

‘ Now hear her, Hawkins ! Uowena-Ivanhoe College is 

the selectest and most aristocratic seat of learning for young 

ladies in our country. Under no circumstances can a girl 

get in there unless she is either very rich and fashion¬ 

able or can prove four generations of what may he called 

American nobility. Castellated college-buildings—towers 

and turrets and an imitation moat—and everything about 

the place named out of Sir Walter Scott’s books and redo¬ 

lent of royalty and state and style ; and all the richest girls 

keep phaetons, and coachmen in livery, and riding-horses, 

with English grooms in plug hats and tight-buttoned coats, 

and top-boots, and a whip-handle without any whip to it, 

to ride sixty-three feet behind them-’ 

‘ And they don’t learn a blessed thing, Washington 

Hawkins, not a single blessed thing but showy rubbish and 

un-American pretentiousness. But send for the Lady 

Gwendolen—do; for I reckon the peerage regulations require 

that she must come home and let on to go into seclusion 

and mourn for those Arkansas blatherskites she’s lost.’ 

‘ My darling ! Blatherskites ? Itemember—noblesse 
oblit/c.’ 

‘There, there—talk to me in your own tongue, Boss— 

you don’t know any other, and you only botch it when you 

try. Oh, don’t stare—it was a slip, and no crime; customs 

of a lifetime can’t be dropped in a second. lUmumorc_ 

there, now, be appeased, and go along with you and attend 

to Gwendolen. Are you going to write, Washington? -or 
telegraph ? ’ 

‘ He will telegraph, dear.’ 

‘ 1 thought as much,’ my lady muttered, as she left the 



THU AM 141UCAN CLAIMANT 80 

room. ‘ Wants it so the address will have to appear on the 

envelope. It will just make a fool of that child. She’ll get 

it, of course, for if there are any other Sellerses there they’ll 

not he able to claim it. And just leave her alone to show 

it around and make the most of it.-Well, maybe she’s 

forgivable for that. She’s so poor and they’re so rich, of 

course she’s had her share of snubs from the livery-flunkey 

sort, and I reckon it’s only human to want to get even.’ 

Uncle Dan’l was sent with the telegram ; for although 

a conspicuous object in a corner of the drawing-room was 

a telephone hanging on a transmitter, Washington found 

all attempts to raise the central office vain. The Colonel 

grumbled something 

about it's being ‘ always 

out of order when 

you’ve got particular 

and especial use for it.,’ 

but he didn’t explain 

that one of the reasons 

for this was that the 

thing was only a dummy 
and hadn't any wire thk thing was only a dummy and hadn t 

. * ANY WlltH ATTACHED TO IT. 

attached to it. And yet 
the Colonel often used it—when visitors were present—and 

seemed to get messages through it. Mourning paper and 

a seal were ordered, then the friends took a rest. 

Next afternoon, while Hawkins, by request, draped 

Andrew Jackson’s portrait with crape, the rightful eail 

wrote off the family bereavement to the usurper in England 

— a letter which we have already read. He also, by letter 

to tlu' village authorities at Duffy’s Corners, Arkansas, gave 

order that the remains of the late twins be embalmed by 
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some St. Louis expert and shipped at once to the usurper 

—with bill. Then he drafted out the Rossmore arms and 

motto on a great sheet of brown paper, and he and Hawkins 

took it to Hawkins s \ankee furniture-mender, and at the 

end of an hour came back with a couple of stunning hatch¬ 

ments, which they nailed up on the front of the house—at¬ 

tractions calculated to draw, and they did; for it was mainly 

an idle and shiftless negro neighbourhood, with plenty of 

ragged children and indolent dogs to spare for a point of 

interest like that, and keep on sparing them for it, days 
and days together. 

The new earl found—without surprise—this society item 

in the evening paper, and cut it out and scrap-booked it: 

By a recent bereavement our esteemed fellow-citizen, Colonel 
Mulberry Sellers, Perpetual Member-at-large of the Diplomatic 
Body, succeeds, as rightful lord, to the great earldom of Ross¬ 
more, third by order of precedence in the earldoms of Great 
Britain, and will take early measures, by suit in the House of 
Lords, to wrest the title and estates from the present usurping 
bolder of them. Until the season of mourning is past, the usual 

Thursday evening receptions at Rossmore Towers will be dis¬ 
continued. 

Lady Rossmore’s comment—to herself: 

Receptions ! People who don’t rightly know him may 

think he is commonplace, but to my mind he is one of the 

most unusual men I ever saw. As for suddenness and capa¬ 

city in imagining things, his beat don’t exist, 1 reckon. As 

like as not it wouldn’t have occurred to anybody else to name 

this poor old rat-trap Rossmore Towers, but it just comes 

natural to him. Well, no doubt it’s a blessed thing to have 

an imagination that can always make you satisfied*no mat¬ 

ter how you are fixed. Uncle Dave Hopkins used to always 



THE AMERICAN CLAIMANT 41 

say, ‘ Turn me into John Calvin, and I want to know which 

place I’m going to; turn me into Mulberry Sellers and I 

don’t care.’ 

The rightful earl’s comment—to himself: 

‘ It’s a beautiful name, beautiful. Pity I didn’t think 

of it before I wrote the usurper. But I’ll be ready for him 

when he answers.’ 

CHAPTER V 

No answer to that telegram ; no arriving daughter. Yet 

nobody showed any uneasiness or seemed surprised; that 

is, nobody but Washington. After three days of waiting, 

he asked-Lady Rossmore what she supposed the trouble 

was. She answered, tranquilly : 

‘ Oh, it’s some notion of hers, you never can tell. She’s 

a Sellers, all through—at least in some of her ways ; and a 

Sellers can’t tell you beforehand what lie’s going to do, be¬ 

cause he don’t know himself till lie’s done it. She’s all right; 

no occasion to worry about her. When she’s ready she’ll come 

or she’ll write, and you can’t tell which, till it’s happened.’ 

It turned out to be a letter. It was handed in at that 

moment, and was received by the mother without trembling 

hands or feverish eagerness, or any other of the manifes¬ 

tations common in the case of long-delayed answers to 

imperative telegrams. She polished her glasses with tran¬ 

quillity and thoroughness, pleasantly gossiping along, the 

while, then opened the letter and began to read aloud : 

Kenilworth Keep, liedgauntlet Hall, 

Kowena-Ivanhoe College, Thursday. 

Dear Precious Mamma Rossmore,—Oh, the joy of it!—you 
can’t think. They had always turned up their noses at our pre- 
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tensions, you know ; and 1 bad fought back as well as I could by 

turning up mine at theirs. They always said it might be some¬ 

thing great and fine to be rightful Shadow of an earldom, but to 

merely be shadow of a shadow, and two or three times removed 

at that—pooh-pooh ! And I always retorted that not to be able 

to show four generations of American-C'olonial-Dutch-Peddler- 

and-Salt-Cod-McAUister-Nobility might be endurable, but to 

have to confess such an origin —pfew-few ! Well, the telegram, 

it was just a cyclone! The messenger came right into the great 

liob Roy Hall of Audience, as excited as he could be, singing 

out, ‘ Despatch for Lady Gwendolen Sellers! ’ and you ought to 

have seen that simpering, chattering assemblage of pinchbeck 

aristocrats turn to stone ! I was off in the comer, of course, by 

myself it’s where Cinderella belongs. 1 took the telegram and 

read it, and tried to faint and I could have done it if I had had 

any preparation, but it wa3 all so sudden, you know—but no 

matter, I did the next best thing: I put my handkerchief to my 

eyes and fled sobbing to my room, dropping the telegram as I 

started. 1 released one comer of my eye a moment—just enough 

to see the herd swarm for the telegram and then continued my 

broken-hearted flight just as happy a3 a bird. 

Then the visits of condolence began, and I had to accept the 
loan of Miss Augusta-Ternpleton-Ashmore Hamilton’s quarters 
because the press was so great and there isn’t room for three and 
a cat in mine. And I’ve been holding a Lodge of Borrow ever 
since and defending myself against people’s attempts to claim 
kin. And do you know, the very first girl to fetch her tears and 
sympathy to iny market was that foolish Bkimperton girl who 
lias always snubbed me so shamefully and claimed lordship and 
precedence of the whole college because some ancestor of hers, 
some time or other, was a McAllister. Why it was like the 
bottom bird in the menagerie putting on airs because its head 
ancestor was a pterodactyl. 

Lut the ger-reatest triumph of all was guess. But you’ll 
never. This is it. That little fool and two others have always 
been fussing and fretting over which was entitled to precedence 
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-by rank, you know. They’ve nearly starved themselves at it ; 
for each claimed the right to take precedence of all the college 
in leaving the table, and so neither of them ever finished her 
dinner, but broke off in the middle and tried to get out ahead of 
the others. Well, after my first day’s grief and seclusion—I 
was fixing up a mourning dress you see—I appeared at the 
public table again, and then—what do you think ? Those three 
fluffy goslings sat there contentedly, and squared up the long 
famine—lapped and lapped, munched and munched, ate and ate, 
till the gravy appeared in their eyes—humbly waiting for the 
Lady Gwendolen to take precedence and move out first, you see ! 

Oh, yes, I’ve been having a darling good time. And do you 
know, not one of these collegians has had the cruelty to ask me 
how I came by my new name. With some this is due to charity, 
but with the others it isn’t. They refrain, not from native kind¬ 
ness, but from educated discretion. I educated them. 

Well, as soon as I shall have settled up what’s left of the old 
scores and snuffed up a few more of those pleasantly intoxicating 
clouds of incense, I shall pack and depart homeward. Tell papa 
I am as fond of him as I am of my new name. I couldn’t put 
it stronger than that. What an inspiration it was ! But in¬ 
spirations come easy to him. 

These, from your loving daughter, 
Gwendolen. 

Hawkins reached for the letter and glanced over it. 

‘ Good hand,’ he said, ‘ and full of confidence and ani¬ 

mation, and goes racing right along. She’s bright—that’s 

plain.’ 

‘ Oh, they’re all bright—the Sellerses. Anyway, they 

would be, if there were any. Even those poor Latherses 

would have been bright if they had been Sellerses ; I mean 

full blood. Of course they had a Sellers strain in them—a 

big strain of it, too—hut being a Bland dollar don’t make it 

a dollar just the same.’ 
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The seventh day after the date of the telegram Washing¬ 

ton came dreaming down to breakfast and was set wide¬ 

awake by an electrical spasm of pleasure. Hero was the 

most beautiful young creature he had ever seen in his life. 

It was Sally Sellers, Lady Gwendolen ; she had come in the 

night. And it seemed to him that 

her clothes were the prettiest and the 

daintiest he had ever looked upon, 

and the most exquisitely contrived 

and fashioned ami combined, as to 

decorative trimmings, and fixings, 

and melting harmonies of colour. It 

was only a morning dress, and inex¬ 

pensive, but he confessed to him¬ 

self, in the English common to 

Cherokee Strip, that it was a 

‘ corker.’ Ami now, as ho perceived, 

the reason why the Sellers house¬ 

hold poverties and sterilities had been made to blossom 

like the rose, and charm the eye and satisfy the spirit, 

stood explained : here was the magician ; here in the midst 

of her works, and furnishing in her own person the proper 

accent and climaxing finish of the whole. 

‘ My daughter, Major Hawkins—come homo to mourn ; 

flown home at the call of affliction to hell) the authors of 

her being bear the burden of bereavement. She was very 

fond of the late earl—idolised him, sir, idolised him-’ 

‘ Why, father, I’ve never seen him.’ 

‘ True—she’s right, 1 was thinking of another—er—of 
her mother-’ 

‘ 1 idolised that smoked haddock ’?—that sentimental, 
spiritless-’ 

SALLY SELLERS, LADY 

GWENDOLEN. 
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‘ I was thinking of myself! Poor noble fellow, we were 

inseparable com-’ 

‘ Hear the man ! Mulberry Sel—Mul—Piossmore !—- 

hang the troublesome name I can never—if I’ve heard you 

say once, I’ve beard you say a thousand times that if that 

poor sheep-’ 

‘ I was thinking of—of—I don’t know who I was think¬ 

ing of, and it doesn’t make any difference anyway; some¬ 

body idolised him, I recollect it as if it were yesterday ; 

and-’ 

‘ Father, I am going to shake hands with Major Hawkins, 

and let the introduction work along and catch up at its 

leisure. I remember you very well indeed, Major Hawkins, 

although I was a little child when I saw you last; a"nd I 

am very, very glad indeed to see you again and have you 

in our house as one of us; ’ and beaming in his face she 

finished her cordial shake with the hope that he had not 

forgotten her. 

He was prodigiously pleased by her outspoken hearti¬ 

ness, and wanted to repay her by assuring her that he 

remembered her, and not only that but better even than 

he remembered his own children, hut the facts would not 

quite warrant this; still, he stumbled through a tangled 

sentence which answered just as well, since the purport of 

it was an awkward and unintentional confession that her 

extraordinary beauty had so stupefied him that he hadn’t 

got hack to his bearings, yet, and therefore couldn’t he 

certain as to whether he remembered her at all or not. The 

speech made him her friend ; it couldn’t well help it. 

In truth the beauty of this fair creature was of a rare 

type, and may well excuse a moment of our time spent in 

its consideration. It did not consist in the fact that she 
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had eyes, nose, mouth, chin, hair, ears, it consisted in 

their arrangement. In true beauty, more depends upon 

right location and judicious distribution of feature than 

upon multiplicity of them. So also as regards colour. The 

very combination of colours which in a volcanic irruption 

would add beauty to a landscape might detach it from a 

‘ l’VE BEEN GLANCING THROUGH BURKE. 

girl. Such was Gwendolen 

Sellers. 

The family circle being 

completed by Gwendolen’s 

arrival, it was decreed that 

the official mourning should 

now begin ; that it should 

begin at six o’clock every 

evening (the dinner hour), 

and end with the dinner. 

‘ It’s a grand old line, 

Major, a sublime old line, 

and deserves to be mourned 

for, almost royally; almost 

imperially, I may say. Er 

— Lady Gwendolen — but 

she’s gone ; never mind ; I 

wanted my Peerage; I’ll 

fetch it myself, presently, 

and show you a thing or 

two that will give you a 
realising idea of what our house is. I’ve been glancing 

through Burke, and I find that of William the Conqueror’s 

sixty-four natural ch—my dear, would you mind getting 

me that book ? It’s on the escritoire in our boudoir. Yes, 

as I was saying, there’s only St. Albans, Buccleugh, and 
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Grafton ahead of us on the list—all the rest of the British 

nobility are in procession behind us. Ah, thanks, my lady. 

Now then, we turn to William, and we find—letter for 

X. Y. Z.? Oh, splendid—when’d you get it ? ’ 

‘ Last night ; hut I was asleep before you came, you were 

out so late; and when I came to breakfast Miss Gwendolen 

—well, she knocked everything out of me, you know-’ 

‘ Wonderful girl, wonderful ; her great origin is detect¬ 

able in her step, her carriage, her features—but what does 

he say 1 Come, this is exciting.’ 

‘ I haven’t read it—er—Rossm—Mr. Piossm—er-’ 

‘ M’lord ! .Just cut it short like that. It’s the English 

way. I’ll open it. Ah, now let’s see.’ 

TO YOU KNOW WHO. Think I know you. Wait ten 
Y\_- days. Coming to Washington. 

The excitement died out of both men’s faces. There 

was a brooding silence for a while, then the younger one 

said with a sigh— 

‘ Why, ice can’t wait ten days for the money.’ 

‘ No —the man’s unreasonable ; wre are down to the bed 

rock, financially speaking.’ 

* If we could explain to him in some way that we are so 

situated that time is of the utmost importance to us-’ 

‘ Yes-yes, that’s it—and so if it would be as convenient 

for him to come at once it would he a great accommodation 

to us, and one which we—which we ’ 

‘ —Which we—wh-’ 

‘ —Well, which we should sincerely appreciate-’ 

‘ That’s it—and most gladly reciprocate-’ 

‘ Certainly—that’ll fetch him. Worded right, if he’s a 

man—got any of the feelings of a man, sympathies and all 
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that, he’ll be here inside of twenty-four hours. Pen and 

paper—come, we’ll get right at it.’ 

Between them they framed twenty-two different ad¬ 

vertisements, but none was satisfactory. A main fault in 

all of them was urgency. That feature was very trouble¬ 

some : if made prominent, it was calculated to excite Pete’s 

suspicion; if modified below the suspicion-point it was flat 

and meaningless. Finally the Colonel resigned, and said— 

‘ I have noticed, in such literary experiences as I have 

had, that one of the most taking things to do is to conceal 

your meaning when you are trying to conceal it. Whereas, 

if you go at literature with a free conscience and nothing 

to conceal, you can turn out a book, every time, that the 

very elect can’t understand. They all do.’ 

Then Hawkins resigned also, and the two agreed that 

they must manage to wait the ten days somehow or other. 

Next, they caught a ray of cheer : since they had something 

definite to go upon, now, they could probably borrow money 

on the reward—enough, at any rate, to tide them over 

till they got it; and meantime the materialising recipe 

would be perfected, and then good-bye to trouble for good 

and all. 

The next day, May the tenth, a couple of things hap¬ 

pened—among others. The remains of the noble Arkansas 

twins left America for England, consigned to Lord Ross- 

more, and Lord Rossmore’s son, Kirkcudbright Llanover 

Marjoribanks Sellers Viscount Berkeley, sailed from Liver¬ 

pool for America to place the reversion of the earldom in 

the hands of the rightful peer, Mulberry Sellers, of Ross- 

more Towers in the District of Columbia, U.S.A. 

These two impressive shipments would meet and part 

in mid-Atlantic, five days later, and give no sign. 

E 
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CHAPTER VI 

In the course of time the twins arrived and were de¬ 

livered to their great kinsman. To try to describe the rage 

of that old man would profit nothing, the attempt would 

fall so far short of the purpose. However, when he had 

worn himself out and got quiet again, he looked the matter 

over and decided that the twins had some moral rights, 

although they had no legal ones ; they were of his blood, 

and it could not be decorous to treat them as common clay. 

So he laid them with their majestic kin in the Cholmondeley 

church, with imposing state and ceremony, and added the 

supreme touch by officiating as chief mourner himself. 

But he drew the line at hatchments. 

Our friends in Washington watched the weary days go 

by, while they waited for Pete and covered his name with 

reproaches because of his calamitous procrastinations. 

Meantime, Sally Sellers, who was as practical and demo¬ 

cratic as the Lady Gwendolen Sellers was romantic and 

aristocratic, was leading a life of intense interest and activity, 

and getting the most she could out of her double personality. 

All day long in the privacy of her work-room Sally Sellers 

earned bread for the Sellers family ; and all the evening 

Lady Gwendolen Sellers supported the Rossmore dignity. 

All day she was American, practically, and proud of the 

work of her head and hands and its commercial result; 

all the evening she took holiday and dwelt in a rich shadow- 

land peopled with titled and coroneted fictions. By day, 

to her, the place was a plain, unaffected, ramshackle old 

trap—just that, and nothing more ; by night it was Ross¬ 

more Towers. At college she had learned a trade with- 
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out knowing it. The girls had found out that she was 

the designei of her own gowns. She had no idle moments 

JUST ME, EXACTLY, 
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after that, and wanted none ; for the exercise of an extra¬ 

ordinary gift is the supremest pleasure in life, and it was 

manifest that Sally Sellers possessed a gift of that sort in 

the matter of costume-designing. Within three days after 

reaching home she had hunted up some work; before Pete 

was yet due in Washington, and before the twins were fairly 

asleep in English soil, she was already nearly swamped 

with work, and the sacrificing of the family chromos for 

debt had got an effective check. 

‘ She’s a brick,’ said Kossmore to the Major; ‘just her 

father all over: prompt to labour with head or hands, and 

not ashamed of it; capable, always capable, let the enter¬ 

prise be what it may; successful by nature—don’t know 

what defeat is ; thus, intensely and practically American 

by inhaled nationalism, and at the 

, same time intensely and aristocratic¬ 

ally European by inherited 

nobility of blood. Just me, 

exactly: Mulberry Sellers in 

matters of finance and inven¬ 

tion ; after office hours, what 

do you find ? The same clothes, 

yes, but what’s in them ? Itoss- 

more of the peerage.’ 

The two friends had haunted the 

General Post Office daily. At last they 

had their reward. Toward evening 

the 20th of May, they got a letter for 

X. Y. Z. It bore the Washington post¬ 

mark ; the note itself was not dated. 

It said: 

‘ Ash barrel back of lamp post Black horse Alley. If you 

LETTER FOR X. Y. Z 
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are playing square go and set on it to-morrow morning 21st 
10.22 not sooner not later wait till I come.’ 

The friends cogitated over the note profoundly. Pre¬ 
sently the earl said: 

‘ Don’t you reckon he’s afraid we are a sheriff with a 

requisition ? ’ 

* Why, m’lord ? ’ 

‘ Because that’s no place for a seance. Nothing friendly, 

nothing sociable about it. And at the same time, a body 

that wanted to know who was roosting on that ash-barrel 

without exposing himself by going near it, or seeming to be 

interested in it, could just stand on the street corner and take 

a glance down the alley and satisfy himself, don’t you see ? ’ 

‘ Yes, his idea is plain, now. He seems to be a man 

that can’t be candid and straightforward. He acts as if he 

thought we—shucks, I wish he had come out like a man 

and told us what hotel he-’ 

‘ Now you’ve struck it! you’ve struck it sure, Wash¬ 

ington ; he has told us.’ 

‘ Has he ? ’ 

* Yes, he has ; but he didn’t mean to. That alley is a 

lonesome little pocket that runs along one side of the New 

Gadsby. That’s his hotel.’ 

‘ What makes you think that ? ’ 

* Why, I just know it. He’s got a room that’s just 

across from that lamp-post. He’s going to sit there per¬ 

fectly comfortable behind his shutters at 10.22 to-morrow, 

and when he sees us sitting on the ash-barrel, he'll say to 

himself, “ I saw one of those fellows on the train ”—and then 

he’ll pack his satchel in half a minute and ship for the ends 

of the earth.’ 

Hawkins turned sick with disappointment: 
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‘ Oh, dear, it’s all up, Colonel—it’s exactly what he’ll do.’ 

‘ Indeed he won’t! ’ 

‘ Won’t he ? Why ? ’ 

‘ Because you won’t be 

holding the ash - barrel 

down, it’ll be me. You’ll 

be coining in with an officer 

and a requisition in plain 

clothes—the officer, I mean 

—the minute you see him 

arrive and open up a talk 

with me.’ 

£ Well, what a head you 

have got, Colonel Sellers ! 

I never should have thought 

of that in the world.’ 

‘ Neither would any Earl of 

Rossmore, betwixt William’s contribution 

and Mulberry—as earl; but it’s office 

hours, now, you see, and the earl in me 

sleeps. Come—I’ll show you his very 
room.’ 

They reached the neighbourhood of 

the New Gadsby about nine in 

the evening, and passed down 

the alley to the lamp-post. 

‘ There you are,’ said the 

Colonel, triumphantly, with a 

the rendezvous. wave of his hand which took 

in the whole side of the hotel. 
‘ There it is—what did I tell you ? ’ 
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‘ Well, but—why, Colonel, it’s six stories high. I don’t 

quite make out which window you-' 

‘ All the windows, all of them. Let him have his choice 

-—I’m indifferent, now that I have located him. You go 

and stand on the 

corner and wait; 

I’ll prospect the 

hotel.’ 

The earl drifted 

here and there 

through the 

swarming lobby, 

and finally took 

a waiting posi¬ 

tion in the 

neighbourhood 

of the elevator. 

During an hour 

crowds went up and 

crowds came down ; 

and all complete as 

to limbs ; but at last 

the watcher got a THE EAEL DRIFTED HEEE THEI:E 
° THROUGH THE SWARMING LOBBY. 

glimpse of a figure 

that was satisfactory—got a glimpse of the back of it, 

though he had missed his chance at the face through 

waning alertness. The glimpse revealed a cowboy hat, 

and below it a plaided sack of rather loud pattern, and an 

empty sleeve pinned up to the shoulder. Then the ele¬ 

vator snatched the vision aloft and the watcher fled away 

in joyful excitement, and rejoined the fellow-conspirator. 

« 
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‘ We’ve got him, Major—got him sure ! I’ve seen him 

—seen him good; and I don’t care where or when that man 

approaches me backwards, I’ll recognise him every time. 

We’re all right. Now for the requisition.’ 

They got it, after the delays usual in such cases. By 

half-past eleven they were at home and happy, and went to 

bed full of dreams of the morrow’s great promise. 

Among the elevator load which had the suspect for fellow- 

passenger was a young kinsman of Mulberry Sellers, but 

Mulberry was not aware of it and didn’t see him. It was 

Viscount Berkeley. 

CHAPTER VII 

Arrived in his room Lord Berkeley made preparations 

for that first and last and all-the-time duty of the visiting 

Englishman—the jot¬ 

ting down in his diary 

of his * impressions ’ to 

date. His preparations 

consisted in ransacking 

his ‘ box ’ for a pen. 

There was a plenty of 

steel pens on his table 

with the ink bottle, but 

he was English. The 

English people manu¬ 

facture steel pens for 

nineteen-twentieths of 

A 

FOR A PEN. 

the globe, but they never use any themselves. They use 

exclusively the pre-historic quill. My lord not only found a 

quill pen, but the best one he had seen in several years—and 
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after writing diligently for some time, closed with the follow¬ 

ing entry: 

<5MlL^Y i^C—<* 

He sat admiring that pen a while, and then went on : 

All attempts to mingle with the common people and become 

permanently one of them are going to fail, unless I can get rid 

of it, disappear from it, and reappear with the solid protection 

of a new name. I am astonished and pained to see how eager 

the most of these Americans are to get acquainted -with a lord, 

and how diligent they are in pushing attentions upon him. 

They lack English servility, it is true—but they could acquire it, 

with practice. My quality travels ahead of me in the most mys¬ 

terious way. I write my family name without additions on the 

register of this hotel, and imagine that I am going to pass for 

an obscure and unknown wanderer, but the clerk promptly calls 

out, ‘ Front! show his lordship to four-eighty-two ! ’ and before 

I can get to the lift there is a reporter trying to interview me, 

as they call it. This sort of thing shall cease at once. I will 

hunt up the American Claimant the first thing in the morning, 

accomplish my mission, then change my lodging and vanish 

from scrutiny under a fictitious name. 
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He left his diary on the table, where it would be handy 

in case any new ‘ impressions ’ should wake him up in the 

night, then he went to bed and presently fell asleep. An 

hour or two passed, and then he came slowly to consciousness 

with a confusion of mysterious and augmenting sounds 

K- 

IIE LEFT HIS DIARY ON THE TABLE. 

hammering at the gates of his brain for admission ; the 

next moment he wTas sharply awake, and those sounds burst 

with the rush and roar and boom of an undammed freshet 

into his ears. Banging and slamming of shutters ; smash¬ 

ing of windows and the ringing clash of falling glass ; clatter 
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of flying feet along the halls ; shrieks, supplications, dumb 
moanings of despair, within, hoarse shouts of command 
outside ; cracklings and snappings, and the windy roar of 
victorious flames! 

Bang, bang, bang! on the door, and a cry— 
‘ Turn out—the house is on fire ! ’ 

The cry passed on, and the banging. Lord Berkeley 
sprang out of bed and moved with all possible speed toward 
the clothes-press in the darkness and the gathering smoke, 
but fell over a chair and lost his bearings. He groped 
desperately about on his hands, and presently struck his 
head against the table and was deeply grateful, for it gave 
him his bearings again, since it stood close by the door. 
He seized his most precious possession, his journalled Im¬ 
pressions of America, and darted from the room. 

He ran down the deserted hall toward the red lamp 
which he knew indicated the place of a fire-escape. The 
door of the room beside it was open. In the room the gas 
was burning full head ; on a chair was a pile of clothing. 
He ran to the window, could not get it up, but smashed it 
with a chair, and stepped out on the landing of the fire- 
escape ; below him was a crowd of men, with a sprinkling 
of women and youth, massed in a ruddy light. Must he go 
down in his spectral night-dress? No—this side of the 
house was not yet on fire except at the further end; he 
would snatch on those clothes. Which he did. They fitted 
well enough, though a trifle loosely, and they were just a 
shade loud as to pattern. Also as to hat—which was of a 
newT breed to him, Buffalo Bill not having been to England 
yet. One side of the coat went on, but the other side re¬ 
fused ; one of its sleeves was turned up and stitched to the 
shoulder. He started down without waiting to get it loose, 
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made the trip successfully, and was promptly hustled outside 

the limit-rope by the police. 

The cowboy hat and the coat but half on made him too 

much of a centre of attraction for comfort, although no¬ 

thing could be more pro¬ 

foundly respectful, not to 

say deferential, than was 

the manner of the crowd 

toward him. In his 

mind he framed a 

discouraged remark 

for early entry in 

his diary : * It is 

of no use; they 

know a lord 

through any dis¬ 

guise, and show 

awe of him—• 

even something 

very like fear, 

indeed.’ 

Presently one 

of the gaping and 

adoring half-circle of 

boys ventured a timid 

question. My lord 

answered it. The 

boys glanced wonder - 

ingly at each other 

and from somewhere fell the comment— 

‘ English cowboy ! Well, if that ain’t curious.’ 

Another mental note to be' preserved for the diary : 

MUST HE GO DOWN IN HIS SPECTRAL 

NIGHT-DRESS ? 



. 

THE AMERICAN CLAIMANT 61 

‘ Cowboy. Now what might a cowboy be ? Perhaps 

—’ But the viscount perceived that some more ques¬ 

tions were about to be asked; so he worked his way 

out of the crowd, released the sleeve, put on the coat 

and wandered away to seek a humble and obscure lodging. 

He found it and went to bed and 

was soon asleep. 

In the morning he examined 

his clothes. They were 

rather assertive, it seemed 

I to him, but they were new 

and clean, at any rate. 

I There was con- 

I siderable property 

in the pockets. 

I Item, five one- 

hundred dollar ,, 
M 

bills. Item, near 

fifty dollars in 

small bills and '\-v 

silver. Plug of 

tobacco. Hymn-book, 

which refuses to open ; found !to contain whisky. Memo¬ 

randum - book bearing no W0RKED HIS WAY 0UT 0F 
. 7 . THE CKOWD. 

name. Scattering entries in 

it, recording, in a sprawling, ignorant hand, appointments, 

bets, horse-trades, and so on, with people of strange, 

hyphenated name—Six-Fingered Jake, Young-Man-afraid- 

of-his-Shadow, and the like. No letters, no documents. 

The young man muses—maps out his course. His letter 

of credit is burned ; he will borrow the small bills and the 
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silver in these pockets, apply part of it to advertising for 

the owner, and use the rest for sustenance while he seeks 

work. He sends out for the morning paper, next, and 

proceeds to read about the fire. The biggest line in the 

display-head announces his own death ! The body of the 

account furnishes all the particulars; and tells how, with 

the inherited heroism of his caste, he went on saving 

women and children until escape for himself was impos¬ 

sible ; then with the eyes of weeping multitudes upon him, 

he stood with folded arms and sternly awaited the approach 

of the devouring fiend; ‘and so standing, amid a tossing 

sea of flame and on-rushing billows of smoke, the noble 

young heir of the great house of Kossmore was caught up 

in a whirlwind of fiery glory, and disappeared for ever from 

the vision of men.’ 

The thing was so fine and generous and knightly that 

it brought the moisture to his eyes. Presently he said to 

himself: ‘ What to do is as plain as day, now. My Lord 

Berkeley is dead—let him stay so. Died creditably, too ; 

that will make the calamity the easier for my father. And 

I don’t have to report to the American Claimant, now. 

Yes, nothing could be better than the way matters have 

turned out. I have only to furnish myself with a new 

name, and take my new start in life totally untrammelled. 

Now I breathe my first breath of real freedom ; and how 

fresh and breezy and inspiring it is ! At last I am a man ! 

a man on equal terms with my neighbour ; and by my 

manhood, and by it alone, 1 shall rise and be seen of the 

world, or I shall sink from sight and deserve it. This is 

the gladdest day, and the proudest, that ever poured its sun 

upon my head ! ’ 
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CHAPTER VIII 

‘ God bless my soul, Hawkins ! ’ 

The morning paper dropped from the Colonel’s nerve¬ 
less grasp. 

* What is it ? ’ 

‘ He’s gone !—the bright, the young, the gifted, the 

noblest of his illustrious race—gone ! gone up in flames and 
unimaginable glory! ’ 

‘ Who ? ’ 

‘ My precious, precious young kinsman—Kirkcudbright 

Llanover Marjoribanks Sellers Viscount Berkeley, son and 
heir of usurping Rossmore.’ 

‘No!’ 

* It’s true—too true.’ 

‘ When ? ’ 

* Last night.’ 

‘ Where ? ’ 

‘Right here in Washington, where he arrived from 

England last night, the papers say.’ 

‘ You don’t say ! ’ 

‘ Hotel burned down.’ 

‘ What hotel ? ’ 

* The New Gadsby ! ’ 

‘ Oh, my goodness ! And have we lost both of them ? ’ 
‘ Both who ? ’ 

‘ One-Armed Pete.’ 

‘ Oh, great guns, I forgot all about him. Oh, I hope not.’ 

‘ Hope ! Well, I should say ! Oh, we can’t spare him! 

Me can better afford to lose a million viscounts than our 
only support and stay.’ 
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They searched the paper diligently, and were appalled 

to find that a one-armed man had been seen flying along 

one of the hall~ of the hotel in his underclothing and 

apparently out of his head with fright, and as he would 

listen to no one and persisted in making for a stairway 

which would carry him to certain death, his case was given 

over as a helpless one. 

‘ Poor fellow,’ sighed Hawkins ; * and he had friends so 

near. I wish we hadn’t come away from there—maybe we 

could have saved him.’ 

The earl looked up and said calmly— 

‘ His being dead doesn’t matter. He was uncertain 

before. We’ve got him sure, this time.’ 

* Got him ? How ? ’ 

‘ I will materialise him.’ 

‘ Rossmore, don’t—don’t trifle with me. Do you mean 

that ? Can you do it ? ’ 

‘ I can do it, just as sure as you are sitting there. And 

I will.’ 

‘ Give me your hand, and let me have the comfort of 

shaking it. I was perishing, and you have put new life 

into me. Get at it, oh, get at it right away.’ 

‘ It will take a little time, Hawkins, but there’s no hurry, 

none in the world—in the circumstances. And of course 

certain duties have devolved upon me now, which necessarily 

claim my first attention. This poor young nobleman-’ 

‘ Why, yes, I am sorry for my heartlessness, and you 

smitten with this new family affliction. Of course you must 

materialise him first—I quite understand that.’ 

‘I—I—well, I wasn’t meaning just that, but,—why, 

what am I thinking of ! Of course I must materialise him. 

Oh, Hawkins, selfishness is the bottom trait in human 
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nature ; I was only thinking that now, with the usurper’s 

heir out of the way- But you’ll forgive that momentary 

weakness, and forget it. Don’t ever remember it against 

me that Mulberry Sellers was once mean enough to think 

the thought that I was thinking. I’ll materialise him—I 

will, on my honour—and I’d do it were he a thousand heirs 

jammed into one and stretching in a solid rank from here 

to the stolen estates of Bossmore, and barring the road 

for ever to the rightful earl! ’ 

* There spoke the real Sellers—the other had a false 

ring, old friend.’ 

‘ Hawkins, my boy, it just occurs to me—a thing I keep 

forgetting to mention—a matter that we’ve got to be mighty 

careful about.’ 

‘ What is that ? ’ 

‘ We must keep absolutely still about these materialisa¬ 

tions. Mind, not a hint of them must escape—not a hint. 

To say nothing of how my wife and daughter—high-strung, 

sensitive organisations—might feel about them, the negroes 

wouldn’t stay on the place a minute.’ 

‘ That’s true, they wouldn’t. It’s well you spoke, for I’m 

not naturally discreet with my tongue when I’m not warned.’ 

Sellers reached out and touched a bell-button in the wall; 

set his eye upon the rear door and waited ; touched it again 

and waited ; and just as Hawkins was remarking admiringly 

that the Colonel was the most progressive and most alert 

man he had ever seen, in the matter of impressing into his 

service every modern convenience the moment it was in¬ 

vented, and always keeping breast to breast with the drum- 

major in the great work of material civilisation, he forsook 

the button (which hadn’t any wire attached to it), rang a 

vast dinner-bell which stood on the table, and remarked 

F 
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that he had tried that new-fangled dry battery, now, to his 

entire satisfaction, and had got enough of it; and added— 

‘ Nothing would do Graham Bell but I must try it; said 

the mere fact of my trying it would secure public confidence, 

and get it a chance to show what it could do. I told him 

that in theory a dry battery was just a curled darling and 

no mistake, but when it come to practice, sho !—and here’s 

SELLERS TOUCHED A BELL-BUTTON IN THE WALL. 

the result. Was I right ? What should you say, Washington 

Hawkins ? You’ve seen me try that button twice. Was I 

right ?—that’s the idea. Bid I know what I was talking 

about, or didn’t I ? ’ 

‘ Well, you know how I feel about you, Colonel Sellers, 

and always have felt. It seems to me that you always 

know everything about everything. If that man had known 
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you as I know you lie would have taken your judgment at 
the start, and dropped his 

dry battery where it was.’ 

‘Did you ring, Marse 
Sellers ? ’ 

‘ No, Marse Sellers 
didn’t.’ 

‘ Den it was you, Marse 

Washington. I’s heah, 
suh.’ 

‘ No, it wasn’t 

Marse Washington, 
either.’ 

‘ De good lan’! 

who did ring her, 
den ? ’ 

‘ Lord Ross- 

more rang it! ’ 

The old negro 

flung up his hands 

and exclaimed— 

‘ Blame my skin 

hain’t gone en forgit dat 

name agin ! Come heah, 

Jinny—run heah, honey.’ 

Jinny arrived. 

‘ You take dish-yer order 

de lord gwine to give you. I’s 

gwine down sutler and study 

d it name tell I git it.’ 

if I 

‘did you ring, marse sellers? ’ 

‘ I take de order ! 
rung for you.’ 

Who’s yo’ nigger las’ year ? De bell 

F 2 
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‘Dat don’t make no diffunce. When a bell ring for 

anybody, en old marster tell me to-’ 

‘ Clear out, and settle it in the kitchen ! ’ 

The noise of the quarrelling presently sank to a murmur 

in the distance, and the earl added : ‘ That’s a trouble with 

old house servants that were your slaves once and have been 

your personal friends always.’ 

* Yes, and members of the family.’ 

* Members of the family is just what they become—the 

members of the family, in fact. And sometimes master and 

mistress of the household. These two are mighty good and 

loving and faithful and honest, but hang it, they do just 

about as they please, they chip into a conversation when¬ 

ever they want to, and the plain fact is, they ought to be 

killed.’ 

It was a random remark, but it gave him an idea—how¬ 

ever, nothing could happen without that result. 

‘ What I wanted, Hawkins, was to send for the family 

and break the news to them.’ 

‘ 0, never mind bothering with the servants, then. I 

will go and bring them down.’ 

While he was gone, the earl worked his idea. 

‘ Yes,’ he said to himself, ‘ when I’ve got the mate¬ 

rialising down to a certainty, I will get Hawkins to kill 

them, and after that they will be under better control. 

Without doubt a materialised negro could easily be hypno¬ 

tised into a state resembling silence. And this could be 

made permanent—yes, and also modifiable, at will—some¬ 

times very silent, sometimes turn on more talk, more action, 

more emotion, according to what you want. It’s a prime 

good idea. Make it adjustable—with a screw or something.’ 

The two ladies entered, now, with Hawkins, and the 
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two negroes followed, uninvited, and fell to brushing and 

dusting around, for they perceived that there was matter of 

interest to the fore, and were willing to find out what it 
was. 

Sellers broke the news with stateliness and ceremony, 

first warning the ladies, with gentle art, that a pang of 

peculiar sharpness was about to be inflicted upon their 

hearts hearts still sore from a like hurt, still lamenting a 

like loss—then he took the paper, and with trembling lips 

and with tears in his voice he gave them that heroic death- 
picture. 

The result was a very genuine outbreak of sorrow and 

sympathy from all the hearers. The elder lady cried, 

thinking how proud that great-hearted young hero’s mother 

would be, if she were living, and how unappeasable her 

grief; and the two old servants cried with her, and spoke 

out their applauses and their pitying lamentations with the 

eloquent sincerity and simplicity native to their race. 

Gwendolen was touched, and the romantic side of her 

nature was strongly wrought upon. She said that such a 

nature as that young man’s was rarely and truly noble, 

and nearly perfect; and that with nobility of birth added it 

was entirely perfect. For such a man she could endure all 

things, suffer all things, even to the sacrificing of her life. 

She wished she could have seen him; the slightest, the 

most momentary, contact with such a spirit would have 

ennobled her own character and made ignoble thoughts and 

ignoble acts thereafter impossible to her for ever. 

‘ Have they found the body, Rossmore ? ’ asked the 
wife. 

‘ Yes, that is, they’ve found several. It must be one of 

them, but none of them are recognisable.’ 
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1 What are you going to do ? ’ 

‘ I am going down there and identify one of them and 

send it home to the stricken father.’ 

‘ But, papa, did you ever see the young man ? ’ 

‘ No, Gwendolen—why ? ’ 

‘ How will you identify it ? ’ 

‘ I—well, you know it says none of them are recognis¬ 

able. I’ll send his father one of them—there’s probably no 

choice.’ 

Gwendolen knew it was not worth while to argue the 

matter further, since her father’s mind was made up and 

there was a chance for him to appear upon that sad scene 

down yonder in an authentic and official way. So she said 

no more—till he asked for a basket. 

‘ A basket, papa ? What for ? ’ 

‘ It might be ashes.’ 

CHAPTER IX 

The earl and Washington started on the sorrowful errand, 

talking as they walked. 

‘ And as usual! ’ 

‘ What, Colonel ? ’ 

‘ Seven of them in that hotel. Actresses. And all 

burnt out, of course.’ 

* Any of them burnt up ? ’ 

‘ Oh, no, they escaped ; they always do ; but there’s 

never a one of them that knows enough to fetch out her 

jewellery with her.’ 

‘ That’s strange.’ 

1 Strange—it’s the most unaccountable thing in the 
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world. Experience teaches them nothing; they can’t seem 

to learn anything except out of a book. In some cases 

there’s manifestly a fatality about it. For instance, take 

What ’s-her-name, 

that plays those 

sensational thun¬ 

der - and-lightning 

parts. She’s got 

a perfectly im¬ 

mense reputation 

—draws like a 

dog-fight—and it 

all came from get¬ 

ting burnt out in 

hotels.’ 

‘ Why, how 

could that give 

her a reputation 

as an actress '? ’ 

‘It didn’t—it 

only made her 

name familiar. 

People want to see 

her play because 

her name is fami¬ 

liar, but they don't know 

what made it familiar, be¬ 

cause they don’t remember. 

First, she was at the bottom 

of the ladder, and abso¬ 

lutely obscure—wages thirteen dollars a week and find her 

own pads.’ 

THE EARL AND WASHINGTON STARTED 

ON THE SORROWFUL ERRAND. 
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‘ Pads ?’ 

‘ Yes—things to fat up her spindles with so as to be 

plump and attractive. Well, she got burnt out in an hotel 

and lost #30,000 worth of diamonds-’ 

‘ She ? Where’d she get them ? ’ 

‘Goodness knows—given to her, no doubt, by spoony 

young flats and sappy old bald-heads in the front row. All 

the papers were full of it. She struck for higher pay and 

got it. Well, she got burnt out again and lost all her 

diamonds, and it gave her such a lift that she went 
starring.’ 

‘ Well, if hotel fires are all she’s got to depend on to 

kee]D up her name, it’s a pretty precarious khid of a reputa¬ 

tion I should think.’ 

‘ Not with her. No, anything but that. Because she’s 

so lucky; born lucky, I reckon. Every time there’s an hotel 

fire she’s in it. She’s always there—and if she can’t be 

there herself, her diamonds are. Now you can’t make 

anything out of that but just sheer luck.’ 

‘ I never heard of such a thing. She must have lost 

quarts of diamonds.’ 

‘ Quarts, she’s lost bushels of them. It’s got so that 

the hotels are superstitious about her. They won’t let her 

in. They think there will be a fire; and besides, if she’s 

there it cancels the insurance. She’s been waning a little 

lately, but this fire will set her up. She lost #60,000 worth 
last night.’ 

‘ I think she’s a fool. If I had #60,000 worth of dia¬ 

monds I wouldn’t trust them in an hotel.’ 

‘ I wouldn’t either; but you can’t teach an actress 

that. This one’s been burnt out thirty-five times. And 

yet if there’s an hotel fire in San Francisco to-night she’s 
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He 

got to bleed again, you mark my words. Perfect ass; they 

say she’s got diamonds in every hotel in the country.’ 

When they arrived at the scene of the fire the poor old 

earl took one glimpse at the melancholy morgue and turned 

away his face overcome 

by the spectacle, 

said: 

‘ It is too true, 

Hawkins—recog¬ 

nition is impos¬ 

sible, not one of 

the five could be 

identified by its 

nearest friend. 

You make the 

selection, I can’t 

bear it.’ 

‘ Which one 

had I better-’ 

‘ Oh, take any 

them. Pick out 

best one.’ 

However, the officers 

assured the earl—for 

they knew him, every¬ 

body in Washington 

knew him—that the 

position in which these bodies were found made it im¬ 

possible that any one of them could be that of his noble 

young kinsman. They pointed out the spot where, if the 

newspaper account was correct, he must have sunk down 

to destruction; and at a wide distance from this spot they 

of 

the 

ONE GLIMPSE AT THE MELANCHOLY 

MORGUE. 
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showed him where the young man must have gone down 

in case he was suffocated in his room; and they showed 

him still a third place, quite remote, where he might pos¬ 

sibly have found his death if perchance he tried to escape 

by the side exit toward the rear. The old Colonel brushed 

away a tear and said to Hawkins— 

£ As it turns out there was something prophetic in my 

fears. Yes, it’s a matter of ashes. Will you kindly step 

to a grocery and fetch a couple more baskets ? ’ 

Reverently they got a basket of ashes from each of those 

now hallowed spots, and carried them home to consult as to 

the best manner of forwarding them to England, and also 

to give them an opportunity to ‘lie in state,’—a mark of 

respect which the Colonel deemed obligatory, considering 

the high rank of the deceased. 

They set the baskets on the table in what was formerly 

the library, drawing-room, and workshop—now the Hall of 

Audience—and went upstairs to the lumber room to see if 

they could find a British flag to use as a part of the outfit 

proper to the lying in state. A moment later, Lady Ross- 

more came in from the street and caught sight of the 

baskets just as old Jinny crossed her field of vision. She 

quite lost her patience and said— 

‘ Well, what will you do next ? What in the w:orld 

possessed you to clutter up the parlour table with these 

baskets of ashes ? ’ 

‘ Ashes ? ’ And she came to look. She put up her 

hands in pathetic astonishment. ‘ Well, 1 never see de like ! ’ 

‘ Didn’t you do it ? ’ 

‘ Who, me ? Clah to goodness it’s de fust time I’ve sot 

eyes on ’em, Miss Roily. Hat’s Dan’l. Hat ole moke is 

losin’ his mine.’ 
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But it wasn’t Ban’l, for lie was called, and denied it. 

‘ Dey ain’t no way to ’splain dat. Wen hit’s one er 

dese-yer common ’currences, a body kin reckon maybe 

de cat-’ 

‘ Oh! ’ and a shudder shook Lady Rossmore to her 

foundations. ‘ I see it 

all. Keep away from 

them—they’re his.’ 

‘ His, m’ lady ? ’ 

* Yes — your young 

Marse Sellers from Eng¬ 

land that’s burnt up.’ 

She was alone with 

the ashes—alone before 

she could take half a 

breath. Then she went 

after Mulberry Sellers, 

purposing to make short 

work with his programme, 

whatever it might be; 

* for,’ said she, ‘ when his 

sentimentals are up, lie’s a numskull, and there’s no 

knowing what extravagance he’ll contrive, if you let him 

alone.’ She found him. He had found the flag and was 

bringing it. When she heard that his idea was to have 

the remains ‘ lie in state, and invite the government and 

the public,’ she broke it up. She said— 

‘ Your intentions are all right—they always are—you 

want to do honour to the remains, and surely nobody can 

find any fault with that, for he was your kin ; but you are 

going the wrong way about it, and you will see it yourself 

if you stop and think. You can’t file around a basket of 

CLAH TO GOODNESS IT S DE FUST TIME 

IJVE SOT EYES ON ’EM.’ 

i 
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ashes trying to look sorry for it and make a sight that is 

really solemn, because the solemner it is, the more it isn’t 

—anybody can see that. It would be so with one basket; 

it would be three times so with three. Well, it stands to 

reason that if it wouldn’t be solemn with one mourner, it 

wouldn’t be with a procession—and there would be five 

thousand people here. I don’t know but it would be pretty 

near ridiculous; I think it would. No, Mulberry, they 

can’t lie in state—it would he a mistake. Give that up and 

think of something else.’ 

So he gave' it up ; and not reluctantly, when he had 

thought it over and realised how right her instinct was. 

He concluded to merely sit up with the remains—just 

himself and Hawkins. Even this seemed a doubtful 

attention, to his wife, but she offered no objection, for it 

was plain that he had a quite honest and simple-hearted 

desire to do the friendly and honourable thing by these 

forlorn poor relics which could command no hospitality in 

this far off land of strangers but his. He draped the flag 

about the baskets, put some crape on the door-knob, and 

said with satisfaction— 

‘ There—he is as comfortable, now, as we can make him 

in the circumstances. Except—yes, we must strain a point 

there—one must do as one would wish to be done by—he 

must have it.’ 

‘ Have what, dear ? ’ 

‘ Hatchment.’ 

The wife felt that the house-front was standing about all 

it could well stand, in that way; the prospect of another 

stunning decoration of that nature distressed her, and she 

wished the thing had not occurred to him. She said, hesi¬ 
tatingly— 
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The hatchments were unnecessarily generous, each 

being as large as a blanket, and they were unnecessarily 

volcanic, too, as to variety and violence of colour, but they 

pleased the earl’s barbaric eye, and they satisfied his taste 

for symmetry and completeness, too, for they left no waste 

room to speak of on the house-front. 

Lady Eossmore and her daughter assisted at the sitting- 

up till near midnight, and helped the gentlemen to con- 

‘ But I thought such an honour as that wasn’t allowed 

to any but very very near relations, who-’ 

‘ Eight, you are quite right, my lady, perfectly right ; 

but there aren’t any nearer relatives than relatives by 

usurpation. We cannot avoid it; we are slaves of aristo¬ 

cratic custom and must submit.’ 

LADY ROSSMORE AND HER DAUGHTER ASSISTED AT THE SITTING-UP. 
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aider what ought to be done next with the remains. 

Rossmore thought they ought to be sent home—with a 

committee and resolutions—at once. But the wife was 
doubtful. She said— 

‘ Would you send all of the baskets ? ’ 

‘ Oh, yes, all.’ 

‘ All at once ? ’ 

‘ To his father ? Oh, no—by no means. Think of 

the shock. No—one at a time; break it to him by 

degrees.’ 

‘ Would that have that effect, father ? ’ 

‘ Yes, my daughter. Remember you are young and 

elastic, but he is old. To send him the whole at once might 

well be more than he could bear. But mitigated—one 

basket at a time, with restful intervals between, he would 

be used to it by the time he got all of him. And sending 

him in three ships is safer anyway. On account of 
wrecks and storms.’ 

‘I don’t like the idea, father. If I were his father 

it would be dreadful to have him coming in that_in 

that-” 

‘ On the instalment plan,’ suggested Hawkins, gravely, 
and proud of being able to help. 

‘ Yes—dreadful to have him coming in that incoherent 

way. There would be the strain of suspense upon me all 

the time. To have so depressing a thing as a funeral im¬ 

pending, delayed, waiting, unaccomplished-’ 

‘ Oh, no, my child,’ said the earl reassuringly, ‘ there 

would be nothing of that kind; so old a gentleman could 

not endure a long-drawn suspense like that. There will be 
throe funerals.’ 

Lady Rossmore looked up surprised, and said— 
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‘ How is that going to make it easier for him ? It’s a 

total mistake, to my mind. He ought to be buried all at 

once ; I’m sure of it.’ 

* I should think so, too,’ said Hawkins. 

‘And certainly I should,’ said the daughter. 

* You are all wrong,’ said 

the earl. ‘ You will see it 

yourselves, if you think. Only 

one of these baskets has got 

him in it.’ 

‘Very well, then,’ said 

Lady Rossmore, 

‘ the thing is per¬ 

fectly simple — 

bury that one.’ 

‘ Certainly,’ 

said Lady Gwen¬ 

dolen. 

‘ But it is not 

simple,’ said the 

earl, ‘ because we 

do not know which 

basket he is in. 

We know he is in 
one of them, but ‘it could not be done so, father.’ 

that is all we do know. You see now, I reckon, that I was 

right; it takes three funerals, there is no other way.’ 

‘And three graves and three monuments and three in¬ 

scriptions '? ’ asked the daughter. 

‘Well—yes—to do it right. That is what I should do.’ 

‘ It could not be done so, father. Each of the inscrip¬ 

tions would give the same name and the same facts and 
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say he was under each and all of these monuments, and 

that would not answer at all.’ 

The earl nestled uncomfortably in his chair. 

‘No,’ he said, ‘that is an objection. That is a serious 

objection. I see no way out.’ 

There was a general silence for a while. Then Hawkins 

said— 

‘ It seems to me that if we mixed the three ramifica¬ 

tions together-’ 

The earl grasped him by the hand and shook it grate¬ 

fully. 

‘ It solves the whole problem,’ he said. ‘ One ship, one 

funeral, one grave, one monument—it is admirably con¬ 

ceived. It does you honour, Major Hawkins, it has re¬ 

lieved me of a most painful embarrassment and distress, 

and it will save that poor stricken old father much suffering. 

Yes, he shall go over in one basket.’ 

‘ When ? ’ asked the wife. 

‘ To-morrow—immediately, of course.’ 

‘ I would wait, Mulberry.’ 

‘Wait? Why?’ 

‘ You don’t want to break that childless old man’s heart.’ 

‘ God knows I don’t! ’ 

‘ Then wait till he sends for his son’s remains. If you 

do that, you will never have to give him the last and 

sharpest pain a parent can know—I mean, the certainty 

that his son is dead. For he will never send.’ 

‘ Why won’t he ? ’ 

‘ Because to send—and find out the truth—would rob 

him of the one precious thing left him, the uncertainty, the 

dim hope that maybe, after all, his boy escaped, and he 

will'see him again some day.’ 



THE AMEBIC AN CLAIMANT 81 

‘ Why, Polly, he’ll know by the papers that he was 

burnt up.’ 

‘ He won’t let himself believe the papers; he’ll argue 

against anything and everything that proves his son is 

dead; and he will keep that up and live on it, and on 

nothing else till he dies. But if the remains should 

actually come, and be put before that poor old dim¬ 

hoping soul-’ 

‘ Oh, my God, they never shall ! Polly, you’ve saved 

me from a crime, and I’ll bless you for it always. Now 

we know what to do. We'll place them reverently away, 

and he shall never know.’ 

CHAPTEE X 

The young Lord Berkeley, with the fresh air of freedom 

in his nostrils, was feeling invincibly strong for his new 

career ; and yet—and yet—if the fight should prove a very 

hard one at first, very discouraging, very taxing on un¬ 

toughened moral sinews, he might in some weak moment 

want to retreat. Not likely, of course, but possibly that 

might happen. And so on the whole it might be pardon¬ 

able caution to burn his bridges behind him. Oh, with¬ 

out doubt. He must not stop with advertising for the 

owner of that money, but must put it where he could not 

borrow from it himself, meantime, under stress of circum¬ 

stances. So he went down town, and put in his advertise¬ 

ment, then went to a bank and handed in the $500 for 

deposit. 

‘ What name ? ’ 

He hesitated and coloured a little; he had forgotten to 

G- 
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make a selection. He now brought out the first one that 

suggested itself— 

‘ Howard Tracy.’ 

When he was gone the clerks, marvelling, said— 

‘ The cowboy blushed.’ 

The first step was accomplished. The money was still 

under his command and at his disposal, hut the next step 

would dispose of that difficulty. He went to another bank 

and drew upon the first bank for the $500 by cheque. The 

money was collected and deposited a second time to the 

credit of Howard Tracy. He was asked to leave a few 

samples of his signature, which he did. Then he went 

away, once more proud and of perfect courage, saying— 

‘ No help for me now, for henceforth I couldn’t draw 

that money without identification, and that is become 

legally impossible. No resources to fall back on. It is 

work or starve from now to the end. I am ready—and 

not afraid ! ’ 

Then he sent this cablegram to his father: 

Escaped unhurt from burning hotel. Have taken fictitious 
name. Good-bye. 

During the evening, while he was wandering about in 

one of the outlying districts of the city, he came across a 

small brick church, with a bill posted there with these 

words printed on it: ‘ Mechanics’ Club Debate. All 

Invited.’ He saw people, apparently mainly of the work¬ 

ing class, entering the place, and he followed and took his 

seat. It was a humble little church, quite bare as to 

ornamentation. It had painted pews without cushions, 

and no pulpit, properly speaking, but it had a platform. 

On the platform sat the chairman, and by his side sat a 
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man who held a manuscript in his hand and had the wait¬ 

ing look of one who is going to perform the principal part. 

The church was soon filled with a quiet and orderly con¬ 

gregation of decently dressed and modest people. This is 

what the chairman said : 

‘ The essayist for this evening is an old member of our 

club whom you all know, Mr. 

Parker, assistant editor of the 

“ Daily Democrat.” The subject 

of his essay is the American 

Press, and he will use as his 

text a couple of paragraphs 

taken from Mr. Matthew 

Arnold’s new hook. He asks 

me to read these texts for him. 

The first is as follows : 

‘ Goethe says somewhere that 

“ the thrill of awe,” that is 

to say, “ reverence,” is 

the best thing humanity 

has.’ 

‘ Mr. Arnold’s other 

paragraph is as follows : 

‘ I should say that if 

one were searching for the 
best means to efface and kill in a whole nation the discipline of 

respect, one could not do better than take the American news¬ 

papers.’ 

Mr. Parker rose and bowed, and was received with 

warm applause. He then began to read in a good round 

resonant voice, with clear enunciation and careful attention 

PARKER, ASSISTANT EDITOR OF THE 

‘ DEMOCRAT.’ 
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to his pauses and emphases. His points were received 
with approval as he went on. 

The essayist took the position that the most important 
function of a public journal in any country was the pro¬ 
pagating of national feeling and pride in the national name 
—the keeping the people ‘ in love with their country and 
it.H institutions, and shielded from the allurements of alien 
and inimical systems.’ He sketched the manner in which 
the reverent Turkish or Russian journalist fulfilled this 
function the one assisted by the prevalent ‘ discipline of 
respect ’ for the bastinado, the other for Siberia. Con- 
tin uing, he said— 

The chief function of an English journal is that of all other 
journals the world over: it must keep the public eye fixed ad¬ 
miringly upon certain things, and keep it diligently diverted 
from certain others. For instance, it must keep the public eye 
fixed admiringly upon the glories of England, a processional 
splendour stretching its receding line down the hazy vistas of 
time, with the mellowed lights of a thousand years glinting from 
its banners; and it must keep it diligently diverted from the 
fact that all these glories were for the enrichment and aggran¬ 
disement of the petted and privileged few, at cost of the blood 
and sweat and poverty of the uncon-Tiered masses who achieved 
them hut might not enter in and partake of them. It must 
keep the public eye fixed in loving arid awful reverence upon the 
throne as a sacred thing, and diligently divert it from the fact 
that no throne was ever set up by the unhampered vote of a 
majority of any nation ; and that hence no throne exists that 
has a right to exist, and no symbol of it, flying from any flag¬ 
staff, is righteously entitled to wear any device but the skull and 
crossbones of that kindred industry which differs from royalty 
only husiru s-wise merely as retail differs from wholesale. It 
must keep the citizen’s eye fixed in reverent docility upon that 
curious invention of machine politics, an Established Church, 
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and upon that bald contradiction ot common justice, an heredi¬ 

tary nobility ; and diligently divert it from the fact that the one 

damns him if ho doesn’t wear its collar, and robs him under the 

gentle name of taxation whether he wears it or not, and the 

other gets all the honours while he does all the work. 

Tho essayist thought that Mr. Arnold, with his trained 

eye and intelligent observation, ought to have perceived 

that the very quality which he so regretfully missed from the 

American press—respectfulness, reverence—was exactly the 

thing which would make that press useless to Americans if it 

had it—rob it of the very thing which differentiates it from 

all other journalism in the world and makes it distinctively 

and preciously American, its frank and cheerful irreverence 

being by all odds the most valuable of all its qualities. 

‘ For its mission—overlooked by Mr. Arnold is to stand 

guard over a nation’s liberties, not its humbugs and shams.’ 

lie thought that if during fifty years the institutions of the 

old world could he exposed to the fire of a flouting and 

scoffing press like America’s, ‘ monarchy and its attendant 

crimes would disappear from Christendom.’ Monarchists 

might doubt this ; then ‘ why not persuade the Czar to give 

it a trial in Russia ? ’ Concluding, he said— 

Well, tho charge is, that our press lias hut little of that old 

world quality, reverence. Let us be candidly grateful that it is 

so. With its limited reverence it at least reveres tho things 

which this nation reveres, as a rule, and that is sufficient: what 

other people revere is fairly and properly matter of light impor¬ 

tance to us. Our press does not reverence kings, it does not 

reverence so-called nobilities, it does not reverence established 

ecclesiastical slaveries, it does not reverence laws which rob a 

younger son to fatten an elder one, it does not reverence any 

fraud or sham or infamy, howsoever old or rotten or holy, which 

sets one citizen above his neighbour by accident of birth ; it does 
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not reverence any law or custom, howsoever old or decayed or 
sacred, which shuts against the best man in the land the best 
place in the land and the divine right to prove property and go 
up and occupy it. In the sense of the poet Goethe—that meek 
idolater of provincial three-carat royalty and nobility—our press 
is certainly bankrupt in the * thrill of awe ’—otherwise rever¬ 
ence ; reverence for nickel plate and brummagem. Let us sin¬ 
cerely hope that this fact will remain a fact for ever; for to my 
mind a discriminating irreverence is the creator and protector 
of human liberty—even as the other thing is the creator, nurse, 
and steadfast protector of all forms of human slavery, bodily and 

mental. 

Tracy said to himself, almost shouted to himself, ‘ I’m 

glad I came to this country. I was right. I was right to 

seek out a land where such healthy principles and theories 

are in men’s hearts and minds. Think of the innumerable 

slaveries imposed by misplaced reverence ! How well he 

brought that out, and how true it is. There’s manifestly 

prodigious force in reverence. If you can get a man to 

reverence your ideals, he’s your slave. Oh, yes, in all the 

ages the peoples of Europe have been diligently taught to 

avoid reasoning about the shams of monarchy and nobility, 

been taught to avoid examining them, been taught to 

reverence them; and now, as a natural result, to reverence 

them is second nature. In order to shock them it is suf¬ 

ficient to inject a thought of the opposite kind into their 

dull minds. For ages, any expression of so-called irrever¬ 

ence from their lips has been sin and crime. The sham 

and swindle of all this is apparent the moment one reflects 

that he is himself the only legitimately qualified judge of 

what is entitled to reverence and w7hat is not. Come, I 

hadn’t thought of that before, but it is true, absolutely 

true. What right has Goethe, what right has Arnold, what 
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right has any dictionary, to define the word Irreverence for 

me ? What their ideals are is nothing to me. So long as 

I reverence my own ideals my whole duty is done, and I 

commit no profanation if I laugh at theirs. I may scoff at 

other people’s ideals as much as I want to. It is my right 

and my privilege. No man has any right to deny it.’ 

Tracy was expecting to hear the essay debated, but this 

did not happen. The chairman said, by way of explana¬ 

tion— , 
‘ I would say, for the information of the strangei’s 

present here, that in accordance with our custom the 

subject of this meeting will be debated at the next meeting 

of the club. This is in order to enable our members to 

prepare what they may wish to say upon the subject with 

pen and paper, for we are mainly mechanics and unaccus¬ 

tomed to speaking. We are obliged to write down what we 

desire to say.’ 
Many brief papers were now read, and several off-hand 

speeches made in discussion of the essay read at the last 

meeting of the club, which had been a laudation, by some 

visiting professor, of college culture, and the grand results 

flowing from it to the nation. One of the papers was read 

by a man approaching middle age, who said he hadn’t had 

a college education, that he had got his education in a 

printing office, and had graduated from there into the 

patent office, where he had been a clerk now for a great 

many years. Then he continued to this effect: 

The essayist contrasted the America of to-day with the 
America of bygone times, and certainly the result is the exhibi¬ 
tion of a mighty progress. Hut I think he a little overrated the 
college-culture share in the production of that result. It can no 
doubt be easily shown that the colleges have contributed the 



88 TEE AMERICAN CLAIMANT 

intellectual part of this progress, and that that part is vast; but 

that the material progress 1ms been immeasurably vaster, I think 

you will concede. Now I have been looking over a list of in¬ 

ventors—the creators of this amazing material development— 

and I find that they were not college-bred men. Of course there 

are exceptions—like Professor Henry of Princeton, the inventor 

of Mr. Morse s system of telegraphy—but these exceptions are 

few. It is not overstatement to say that the imagination-stun¬ 

ning material development of this century, the only century worth 

living in since time itself was invented, is the creation of men 

not college-bred. We think we see what these inventors have 

done: no, we see only the visible vast frontage of their work ; 

behind it is their far vaster work, and it is invisible to the care¬ 

less glance. They have reconstructed this nation—made it over, 

that is—and, metaphorically speaking, have multiplied its 

numbers almost beyond the power of figures to express. I will 

explain what I mean. What constitutes the population of a 

land ? Merely the numberable packages of meat and bones in 

it called by courtesy men and women ? Shall a million ounces 

of brass and a million ounces of gold be held to be of the same 

value ? Take a truer standard : the measure of a man’s con¬ 

tributing capacity to his time and his people—the work he can 

do—and then number the population of this country to-day, as 

multiplied by what a npan can now do, more than his grand¬ 

father could do. Py this standard of measurement, this nation, 

two or three generations ago, consisted of mere cripples, para¬ 

lytics, dead men, as compared with the men of to-day. In 1840 

our population was 17,000,000. By way of rude but striking 

illustration, let us consider, for argument’s sake, that four of these 

millions consisted of aged people, little children, and other in- 

capables, and that the remaining 18,000,000 were divided and 
employed as follows: 

2,000,000 as ginners of cotton. 

6,000,000 (women) as stocking-knitters. 

2,000,000 (women) as thread-spinners. 

500,000 as screw makers. 
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400,000 as reapers, binders, etc. 

1,000,000 as corn shelters. 

40,000 as weavers. 

1,000 as stitchers of shoe soles. 

Now the deductions which I am going to append to these 

figures may sound extravagant, hut they are not. I take them 

from Miscellaneous Documents No. 50, second session 45th Con¬ 

gress, and they are official and trustworthy. To-day, the work 

of those 2,000,000 cotton-ginners is done by 2,000 men ; that of 

the 6,000,000 stocking-knitters is done by 3,000 boys ; that of 

the 2,000,000 thread-spinners is done by 1,000 girls ; that of the 

500,000 screw makers is done by 500 girls ; that of the 400,000 

reapers, binders, etc., is done by 4,000 boys ; that of the 1,000,000 

corn shellers is done by 7,500 men ; that of the 40,000 weavers 

is done by 1,200 men; and that of the 1,000 stitchers of shoe 

soles is done by 6 men. To bunch the figures, 17,000 persons 

to-day do the above work, whereas fifty years ago it would have 

taken thirteen millions of persons to do it. Now then, how many 

of that ignorant race—our fathers and grandfathers—with their 

ignorant methods, would it take to do our work to-day? It 

would take forty thousand millions—a hundred times the swarm¬ 

ing population of China—twenty times the present population of 

the globe. You look around you and you see a nation of sixty 

millions—apparently; but secreted in their hands and brains, 

and invisible to your eyes, is the true population of this Republic, 

and it numbers forty billions ! It is the stupendous creation of 

those humble unlettered, un-college-bred inventors—all honour 

to their name. 

‘ How grand that is ! ’ said Tracy, as he wended home¬ 

ward. ‘ What a civilisation it is, and what prodigious 

results these are ! and brought about almost wholly by 

common men; not by Oxford-trained aristocrats, but men 

who stand shoulder to shoulder in the humble ranks of life 

and earn the bread that they eat. Again, I’m glad I came. 

I have found a country at last where one may start fair, 
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and breast to breast with his fellow-man, rise by his own 

efforts, and he something in the world and be proud of that 

something; not be something created by an ancestor three 

hundred years ago.’ 

CHAPTER XI 

HmtiNO the first few days he kept the fact diligently before 

bis mind that he was in a land where there was ‘ work and 

bread for all.’ In fact, for convenience’ sake he fitted it to 

a little tune and hummed it to himself; but as time wore 

on the fact itself began to take on a doubtful look, and 

next the tune got fatigued and presently ran down and 

stopped. His first effort was to get an upper clerkship in 

one of the departments, where his Oxford education could 

come into play and do him service. Rut he stood no chance 

whatever. There, competency was no recommendation; 

political backing, without competency, was worth six of it. 

Ilf; was glaringly English, and that was necessarily against 

him in the political centre of a nation where both parties 

prayed for the Irish cause on the house-top and blasphemed 

it in the cellar. By his dress he was a cowboy; that won 

him respect—when his back was not turned—but it couldn't 

get a clerkship for him. But ho had said, in a rash 

moment, that he would wear those clothes till the owner or 

the owner’s friends caught sight of them and asked for that 

money, and his conscience would not let him retire from 

that engagement now. 

At the end of a week things were beginning to wear 

rather a startling look. He had hunted everywhere for 

work, descending gradually the scale of quality, until 
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apparently he had sued for all the various kinds of work 

a man without a special calling might hope to he able 

to do, except ditching and the other coarse manual sorts 

and had got neither work nor the promise of it. 

TURNING OVKR Till' LEAVES OF IMS 01 ARY. 

He was mechanically turning over the leaves of his 
diary, meanwhile, and now his eye fell upon the tirst record 

made after he was burnt out: 
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I myself did not doubt my stamina before, nobody could 
doubt it now, if they could see bow I am boused, and realise that 
I feel absolutely no disgust with these quarters, but am as serenely 
content with them as any dog would be in a similar kennel. 
Terms, twenty-five dollars a week. I said I would start at the 
bottom. I have kept my word. 

A shudder went quaking through him, and he ex¬ 

claimed— 

‘What have I been thinking of? This the bottom! 

Mooning along a whole week, and these terrific expenses 

climbing and climbing all the time ! I must end this folly 

straightway.’ 

He settled up at once and went forth to find less 

sumptuous lodgings. He bad to wander far and seek with 

diligence, but he succeeded. They made him pay in 

advance—four dollars and a half; this secured both bed 

and food for a week. The good-natured, hard-worked land¬ 

lady took him up three flights of narrow, uncarpeted stairs 

and delivered him into his room. There were two double¬ 

bedsteads in it, and one single one. He would be allowed 

to sleep alone in one of the double beds until some new 

boarder should come, but he wouldn’t be charged extra. 

So he would presently he required to sleep with some 

stranger ! The thought of it made him sick. Mrs. Marsh, 

the landlady, was very friendly and hoped he would like her 

house—they all liked it, she said. 

‘ And they’re a very nice set of boys. They carry on a 

good deal, but that’s their fun. You see, this room opens 

right into this back one, and sometimes they’re all in one 

and sometimes in the other ; and hot nights they all sleep 

on the roof when it don’t rain. They get out there the 

minute it’s hot enough. The season’s so early that they’ve 
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already had a night or two up there. If you’d like to go 

up and pick out a place, you can. You'll find chalk in the 

side of the chimney where there’s a brick wanting. You 

just take the chalk and—but of course you’ve done it 

before.’ 

‘ Oh, no, I haven’t.’ 
‘Why, of course you haven’t—what am I thinking 

of ? Plenty of room on the Plains without chalking, I’ll he 

bound. Well, you just chalk out a place the size of a 

blanket anywhere on the tin that ain’t already marked off, 

you know, and that’s your property. You and your bed- 

mate take turn-about carrying up the blanket and pillows 

and fetching them down again; or one carries them up 

and the other fetches them down, you fix it the way you 

like, you know. You’ll like the boys, they’re everlasting 

sociable—except the printer. He’s the one that sleeps in 

that single bed—the strangest creature; why I don’t believe 

you could get that man to sleep with another man, not if 

the house was afire. Mind you, I’m not just talking, I 

knotv. The boys tried him, to see. They took his bed out 

one night, and so when he got home about three in the 

morning—he was on a morning paper then, but he’s on an 

evening one now—there wasn’t any place for him but with 

the iron-moulder ; and if you’ll believe me, he just set up 

the rest of the night—he did, honest. They say he’s 

cracked, but it ain’t so, he’s English—they’re awful par¬ 

ticular. You won’t mind my saying that. You—you’re 

English ? ’ 

‘ Yes.’ 
‘I thought so. I could tell it by the way you mis¬ 

pronounce the words that’s got <x’s in them, you know; 

such as saying loff when you mean laff—but you’ll get over 
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that. He’s a right down good fellow, and a little sociable 

with the photographer’s boy and the caulker and the black¬ 

smith that work in the navy yard, but not so much with 

the others. The fact is, though it’s private, and the others 

don’t know it, he’s a kind of an aristocrat, his father being 

a doctor, and you know what style that is—in England, I 

mean, because in this country a doctor ain’t so very much, 

even if he’s that. But over there of course it’s different. 

So this chap had a falling out with his father, and was 

pretty high strung, and just cut for this country, and the 

first he knew he had to get to work or starve. Well, he’d 

been to college, you see, and so he judged he was all right— 

did you say anything ? ’ 

‘ No—I only sighed.’ 

‘ And there’s where he was mistaken. Why, he mighty 

near starved. And I reckon he would have starved sure 

enough, if some jour’ printer or other hadn’t took pity on 

him and got him a place as apprentice. So he learnt the 

trade, and then he was all right—but it was a close call. 

Once he thought he had got to haul in his pride and holler 

for his father and—why, you’re sighing again. Is any¬ 

thing the matter with you ?—does my clatter-’ 

‘ Oh, dear-no. Pray go on—I like it.’ 

' Yes, you see, he’s been over here ten years; lie’s 

twenty-eight, now, and he ain’t pretty well satisfied in his 

mind, because he can’t get reconciled to being a mechanic 

and associating with mechanics, he being, as he says to 

me, a gentleman, which is a pretty plain letting-on that the 

boys ain’t, but of course I know enough not to let that cat 

out of the bag.’ 

‘ Why—would there be any harm in it ’ 

‘ Harm in it ? They’d lick him, wouldn’t they ? 
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Wouldn’t you ? Of course you would. Don’t you ever let 

a man say you ain’t a gentleman in this country. But 

laws, what am I thinking about ? I reckon a body would 

think twice before he said a cowboy wasn’t a gentleman.’ 

A trim, active, slender, and very pretty girl of about 

eighteen walked into the room now, in the most satisfied 

and unembarrassed way. She was cheaply but smartly 

and gracefully dressed, and the mother’s quick glance at the 

stranger’s face as he rose was of the kind which inquires 

what effect has been produced, and expects to find indica¬ 

tions of surprise and admiration. 

‘ This is my daughter Hattie—we call her Puss. It’s 

the new boarder, Puss.’ This without rising. 

The young Englishman made the awkward bow com¬ 

mon to his nationality and time of life in circumstances of 

delicacy and difficulty, and these were of that sort; for, 

being taken by surprise, his natural, lifelong self sprang 

to the front, and that self of course would not know just 

how to act when introduced to a chambermaid, or to the 

heiress of a mechanics’ boarding-house. His other self-—- 

the self which recognised the equality of all men—would 

have managed the thing better, if it hadn’t been caught off 

guard and robbed of its chance. The young girl paid no 

attention to the bow, but put out her hand frankly and 

gave the stranger a friendly shake and said— 

‘ How do you do ? ’ 

Then she marched to the one washstand in the room, 

tilted her head this way and that before the wreck of a 

cheap mirror that hung above it, dampened her fingers 

with her tongue, perfected the circle of a little lock of hair 

that was pasted against her forehead, then began to busy 

herself with the slops. 
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‘ Well, I must be going—it’s getting towards supper¬ 

time. Make yourself at home, Mr. Tracy, you’ll hear the 

bell when it’s ready.’ 
The landlady took her tranquil departure, without com¬ 

manding either of the young people 

to vacate the room. The young 
man wondered a 

„ little that a mo- 

f ther who seemed 

so honest and re¬ 

spectable should 

be so thought¬ 

less, and was 

reaching for his 

hat, intending 

to disembarrass 

the girl of his 

presence; but she 

said— 

‘ Where are 

you going ? ’ 

* Well — no¬ 

where in parti¬ 

cular, but as I 

am only in the 

BEFORE THE WRECK OF A CHEAP MIRROR. WUy here-’ 

< why, who said you were in the way ? Sit down—I’ll 

move you when you are in the way.’ 
She was making the beds, now. He sat down and 

watched her deft and diligent performance. 
< What gave you that notion ? Ho you reckon I need 

a whole room just to make up a bed or two in? 
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‘ Well, no, it wasn’t that, exactly. We are away up here 

in an empty house, and your mother being gone-’ 

The girl interrupted him with an amused laugh, and 
said— 

‘ Nobody to protect me ? Bless you, I don’t need it. 

I’m not afraid. I might be if I was alone, because I do 

hate ghosts, and I don’t deny it. Not that I believe in 

them, for I don’t. I’m only just afraid of them.’ 

‘ How can you be afraid of them if you don’t believe in 
them ? ’ 

‘ Oh, I don’t know the how of it—that’s too many for 

me ; I only know it’s so. It’s the same with Maggie Lee.’ 

‘ Who is that ? ’ 

‘ One of the boarders; young lady that works in the 
factry.’ 

* She works in a factory ? ’ 

‘ Yes. Shoe factry.’ 

‘ In a shoe factory; and you call her a young lady ? ’ 

‘ Why, she’s only twenty-two; what should you call 
her ? ’ 

‘ I wasn’t thinking of her age, I was thinking of the 

title. The fact is, I came away from England to get away 

from artificial forms—for artificial forms suit artificial 

people only—and here you’ve got them too. I’m sorry. 

I hoped you had only men and women ; everybody equal ; 

no differences in rank.’ 

The girl stopped with a pillow in her teeth and the case 

spread open below it, contemplating him from under her 

brows with a slightly puzzled expression. She released the 
pillow and said— 

‘ Why, they are all equal. Where’s any difference in 
rank ? ’ 

H 
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‘ If you call a factory girl a young lady, what do you 

call the President’s wife ? ’ 

‘ Call her an old one.’ 

‘ Oh, you make age the only distinction ? ’ 

STOPPED WITH A PILLOW IN HER TEETH. 

‘ There ain’t any other to make as far as I can see.’ 

* Then all women are ladies ? ’ 

Certainly they are. All the respectable ones.’ 
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* Well, that puts a better face on it. Certainly there 

is no harm in a title when it is given to everybody. It is 

only an offence and a wrong when it is restricted to a 

favoured few. But Miss—er ’ 

‘ Hattie.’ 

‘ Miss Hattie, be frank; confess that that title isn’t 

accorded by everybody to everybody. The rich American 

doesn’t call her cook a lady—isn’t that so ? ’ 

‘ Yes, it’s so. What of it ? ’ 

He was surprised and a little disappointed to see that 

his admirable shot had produced no perceptible effect. 

* What of it ? ’ he said. ‘ Why this : equality is not 

conceded here, after all, and the Americans are no better off 

than the English. In fact there’s no difference.’ 

‘ Now what an idea. There’s nothing in a title except 

what is put into it—you’ve said that yourself. Suppose the 

title is clean, instead of lady. You get that ? ’ 

‘ I believe so. Instead of speaking of a woman as a 

lady, you substitute clean and say she’s a clean person.’ 

‘ That’s it. In England the swell folks don’t speak of 

the working people as gentlemen and ladies ? ’ 

‘ Oh, no.’ 

‘ And the working people don’t call themselves gentlemen 

and ladies ? ’ 

‘ Certainly not.’ 

* So if you used the other word there wouldn’t be any 

change. The swell people wouldn’t call anybody but 

themselves “ clean,” and those others would drop sort of 

meekly into their way of talking and they wouldn’t call 

themselves clean. We don’t do that way here. Everybody 

calls himself a lady or gentleman, and thinks he is, and 

don’t care what anybody else thinks him, so long as he 
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don’t say it out loud. You think there’s no difference. You 

knuckle down and we don’t. Ain’t that a difference ? ’ 

‘It is a difference I hadn’t thought of; I admit that. 

Still—calling one’s self a lady doesn’t—er-’ 

‘ I wouldn’t go on if I were you.’ 

Howard Tracy turned his head to see who it might be 

that had introduced this remark. It was a short man 

about forty years old, with sandy hair, no beard, and a 

pleasant face badly freckled 

but alive and intelligent, and 

he wore slop-shop clothing, 

which was neat but showed 

wear. He had come from the 

front room beyond the hall, 

where he had left his hat, and 

he had a chipped and cracked 

white wash-bowl in his hand. 

The girl came and took the 

bowl. 

‘ I’ll get it for you. You go 

right ahead and give it to him, 

Mr. Barrow. He’s the new 

boarder—Mr. Tracy—and I’d 

just got to where it was getting 

too deep for me.’ 

‘ Much obliged if you will, 

Hattie. I was coming to 

borrow of the boys.’ He sat down at his ease on an old 

trunk, and said, ‘ I’ve been listening and got interested ; 

and as I was saying, I wouldn’t go on if I were you. You 

see where you are coming to, don’t you ? Calling yourself 

a lady doesn’t elect you; that is what you were going to 

HE HAD COME FROM THE 

FRONT ROOM. 
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say ; and you saw that if you said it you were going to run 

right up against another difference that you hadn’t thought 

of: to wit, Whose right is it to do the electing ? Over there, 

twenty thousand people in a million elect themselves 

gentlemen and ladies, and the nine hundred and eighty 

thousand accept that decree and swallow the affront which 

it puts upon them. Why, if they didn’t accept it, it 

wouldn’t be an election, it would be a dead letter and have 

no force at all. Over here the twenty thousand would-be 

exclusives come up to the polls and vote themselves to be 

ladies and gentlemen. But the thing doesn’t stop there. 

The nine hundred and eighty thousand come and vote 

themselves to be ladies and gentlemen too, and that elects 

the whole nation. Since the whole million vote themselves 

ladies and gentlemen, there is no question about that 

election. It does make absolute equality, and there is no 

fiction about it; while over yonder the inequality (by decree 

of the infinitely feeble, and consent of the infinitely strong) 

is also absolute—as real and absolute as our equality.’ 

Tracy had shrunk promptly into his English shell when 

this speech began, notwithstanding he had now been in 

severe training several weeks for contact and intercourse 

with the common herd on the common herd’s terms ; but 

he lost no time in pulling himself out again, and so by the 

time the speech was finished his valves were open once 

more, and he was forcing himself to accept without resent¬ 

ment the common herd’s frank fashion of dropping sociably 

into other people’s conversations unembarrassed and un¬ 

invited. The process was not very difficult this time, for 

the man’s smile and voice and manner were persuasive and 

winning. Tracy would even have liked him on the spot, 

but for the fact—fact which he was not really aware of— 
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that the equality of men was not yet a reality to him, it was 

only a theory ; the mind perceived, hut the man failed to feel 

it. It was Hattie’s ghost over again, merely turned around. 

Theoretically Barrow was his equal, but it was distinctly 

distasteful to see him exhibit it. He presently said— 

‘ I hope in all sincerity that what you have said is true, 

as regards the Americans, for doubts have crept into my 

mind several times. It seemed that the equality must be 

ungenuine where the sign-names of castes were still in 

vogue; but those sign-names have certainly lost their 

offence and are wholly neutralised, nullified, and harmless if 

they are the undisputed property of every individual in the 

nation. I think I realise that caste does not exist and 

cannot exist except by common consent of the masses 

outside of its limits. I thought caste created itself and 

perpetuated itself; but it seems quite true that it only 

creates itself, and is perpetuated by the people whom it 

despises, and who can dissolve it at any time by assuming 

its mere sign-names themselves.’ 
‘ It’s what I think. There isn’t any power on earth that 

can prevent England’s thirty millions from electing them¬ 

selves dukes and duchesses to-morrow and calling them¬ 

selves so. And within six months all the former dukes 

and duchesses would have retired from the business. I 

wish they’d try that. Royalty itself couldn’t survive such 

a process. A handful of frowners against thirty million 

laughers in a state of irruption. Why, it’s Herculaneum 

against Vesuvius; it would take another eighteen centuries 

to find that Herculaneum after the cataclysm. What’s a 

Colonel in our South ? He’s a nobody ; because they’re 

all colonels down there. No, Tracy ’ (shudder from Tracy), 

‘ nobody in England would call you a gentleman and you 
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"wouldn’t call yourself one ; and I tell you it’s a state of 

things that makes a man put himself into most unbecoming 

attitudes sometimes—the broad and general recognition and 

acceptance of caste as caste does, I mean. Makes him do 

it unconsciously—being bred in him, you see, and never 

thought over and reasoned out. You couldn’t conceive of 

the Matterhorn being flattered by the notice of one of your 

comely little English hills, could you ? ’ 

‘ Why, no.’ 

‘ Well, then, let a man in his right mind try to conceive 

of Darwin feeling flattered by 

the notice of a princess. It’s 

so grotesque that it—well, it 

paralyses the imagination. 

Yet that Memnon was flat¬ 

tered by the notice of that 

statuette ; he says so—says 

so himself. The system that 

can make a god disown his 

godship and profane it—oh, 

well, it’s all wrong, it’s all 

wrong and ought to be abo¬ 

lished, I should say.’ 

The mention of Darwin 

brought on a literary discus¬ 

sion, and this topic roused 

such enthusiasm in Barrow 

that he took off his coat and 
... ,, HE TOOK OFF HIS COAT. 

made hnnseli the more free 

and comfortable for it, and detained him so long that he 

was still at it when the noisy proprietors of the room came 

shouting and skylarking in and began to romp, scuffle, 
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wash, and otherwise entertain themselves. He lingered 

yet a little longer to offer the hospitalities of his room and 

his book-shelf to Tracy and ask him a personal question or 

two : 

‘ What is your trade ? ’ 

‘ They—well, they call me a cowboy, but that is a fancy; 

I’m not that. I haven’t any trade.’ 

‘ What do you work at for your living ? ’ 

* Oh, anything—I mean I would work at anything I could 

get to do, but thus far I haven’t been able to find an occupa¬ 

tion.’ 

‘ Maybe I can help you; I’d like to try.’ 

‘ I shall be very glad. I’ve tried, myself, to weariness.’ 

‘Well, of course where a man hasn’t a regular trade 

he’s pretty bad off in this world. What you needed, I 

reckon, was less book learning and more bread-and-butter 

learning. I don’t know what your father could have been 

thinking of. You ought to have had a trade, you ought 

to have had a trade, by all means. But never mind about 

that; we’ll stir up something to do, I guess. And don’t 

you get homesick; that’s a bad business. We’ll talk 

the thing over and look around a little. You’ll come 

out all right. Wait for me—I’ll go down to supper with 

you.’ 

By this time Tracy had achieved a very friendly feeling 

for Barrow and would have called him a friend, maybe, 

if not taken too suddenly on a straight-out requirement 

to realise on his theories. He was glad of his society, any¬ 

way, and was feeling lighter-hearted than before. Also he 

was pretty curious to know what vocation it might be which 

had furnished Barrow such a large acquaintanceship with 

books and allowed him so much time to read. 
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CHAPTER XII 

f 

i 

Presently the supper bell began to ring in the depths ol 
the house, and the sound proceeded steadily upward, grow- 

intensity mg m 
all the way 

towards the 

upper floors, 

higher The 

it came the 

more mad¬ 

dening was 

the noise, un¬ 

til at last 

what it lacked 

of being ab¬ 

solutely deafening, 

was made up of the 

sudden crash and 

of an ava- 

of boarders 

the 

clatter 

lanche 

down 

uncarpeted 

stairway. 

The peerage \ 

did not go ' N 

to meals in 

this fashion; 

Tracy’s train- ^ AVALA-N0HE or B0AHDEIiS- 

ing had not fitted him to enjoy this hilarious zoological 

clamour and enthusiasm. He had to confess that there was 
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something about this extraordinary outpouring of anima 

spirits which he would have to get inured to before he 

could accept it. No doubt in time he would prefer it ; 

but he wished the process might be modified and made just 

a little more gradual, and not quite so pronounced and 

violent. Barrow and Tracy followed the avalanche down 

through an ever increasing and ever more and more aggres¬ 

sive stench of bygone cabbage and kindred smells ; smells 

which are to be found nowhere but in a cheap private 

boarding-house ; smells which once encountered can never 

he forgotten; smells which encountered generations later 

are instantly recognisable, but never recognisable with 

pleasure. To Tracy these odours were suffocating, horrible, 

almost unendurable ; but he held his peace and said no¬ 

thing. Arrived in the basement, they entered a large dining¬ 

room, where thirty-five or forty people sat at a long table. 

They took their places. The feast had already begun and 

the conversation was going on in the liveliest way from one 

end of the table to the other. The table-cloth was of very 

coarse material and was liberally spotted with coffee stains 

and grease. The knives and forks were iron, with bone 

handles, the spoons appeared to he iron or sheet-iron or 

something of the sort. The tea and coffee cups were of the 

commonest and heaviest and most durable stone-ware. 

All the furniture of the table was of the commonest and 

cheapest sort. There was a single large thick slice of bread 

by each boarder’s plate, and it was observable that he 

economised it as if he were not expecting it to be duplicated. 

Dishes of butter were distributed along the table within 

reach of people’s arms, if they had long ones, but there 

were no private butter plates. The butter was perhaps 

good enough, and was quiet and well behaved; but it had 
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more bouquet than was necessary, though nobody com¬ 

mented upon that fact or seemed in any way disturbed by 

it. The main feature of the feast was a piping hot Irish 

stew made of the potatoes and meat left over from a pro¬ 

cession of previous meals. Everybody was liberally sup¬ 

plied with this dish. On the table were a couple of great 

dishes of sliced ham, and there were some other eatables 

of minor importance— 

preserves and New Or¬ 

leans molasses and such 

things. There was also 

plenty of tea and coffee 

of an infernal sort, 

with brown sugar 

and condensed 

milk, but the milk 

and sugar supply 

was not left at the 

discretion of the 

boarders, but was 

rationed out at 

headquarters—one 

spoonful of sugar 

and one of coll- waited upon by two stalwart negro women, 

densed milk to 
each cup and no more. The table was waited upon by two 

stalwart negro women, who raced back and forth from the 

bases of supplies with splendid dash and clatter and eneig}. 

Their labours were supplemented after a fashion by the 

young girl l’uss. She carried coffee and tea back and forth 

among the boarders, but she made pleasure excursions 

rather than business ones in this way, to speak strictly. 
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She made jokes with various people. She chaffed the young 

men pleasantly—and wittily, as she supposed, and as the 

rest also supposed, apparently, judging by the applause 

and laughter which she got by her efforts. Manifestly she 

was a favourite] with most 

of the young fellows and 

sweetheart of the rest of 

them. Where she con¬ 

ferred notice she conferred 

happiness, as was seen by 

the face of the recipient; 

and at the same time she 

conferred unhappi¬ 

ness—one could see 

it fall and dim the 

faces of the other 

young fellows like 

a shadow. She 

never ‘ Mistered ’ 

these friends of 

hers, but called 

them ‘ Billy,’ 

‘ Tom,’ * John,’ and 

they called her 

‘ Puss ’ or ‘ Hattie.’ 

Mr. Marsh sat 
at the head of the table, his wife sat at the foot. Marsh 

was a man of sixty, and was an American; but if he had 

been born a month earlier lie would have been a Spaniard. 

He was plenty good enough Spaniard as it was; his face 

was very dark, his hair very black, and his eyes were 

not only exceedingly black but were very intense, and 
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there was something about them that indicated that they 
could burn with passion upon occasion. Ho was stoop¬ 
shouldered and lean-faced, and the general aspect of him 
was disagreeable; he was evidently not a very companion¬ 
able person. If looks went for anything, ho was the very 
opposite of his wife, who was all motherliness and charity, 
good will and good nature. All the young men and the 
women called her Aunt Rachael, which was another sign. 
Tracy’s wandering and interested eye presently fell upon 
one boarder who had been overlooked in the distribution of 
the stew. He was very palo and looked as if he had but 
lately come out of a sick bed, and also as if he ought to get 
back into it again as soon as possible. His face was very 
melancholy. The waves of laughter and conversation broke 
upon it without affecting it any more than if it had been a 
rock in the sea and the words and the laughter veritable 
waters. He held his head down and looked ashamed. 
Some of the women cast glances of pity toward him from 
time to time in a furtive and half-afraid way, and some of 
the youngest of the men plainly had compassion on the 
young fellow—a compassion exhibited in their faces but not 
in any more active or compromising way. But the great 
majority of the people present showed entire indifference to 
the youth and his sorrows. Marsh sat with his head down, 
but one could catch the malicious gleam of his eyes through 
his shaggy brows. He was watching that young fellow 
with evident relish. He had not neglected him through 
carelessness, and apparently the table understood that fact. 
The spectacle was making Mrs. Marsh very uncomfortable. 
She had the look of one who hopes against hope that the 
impossible may happen. But as the impossible did not 
happen, she finally ventured to speak up and remind her 
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husband that Nat Brady hadn’t been helped to the Irish 

stew. 

‘ I HOPE THAT YOU WILL 

ENJOY THE CHARITY.’ 

Marsh lifted his head and gasped out with mock court¬ 

liness, * Oh, he hasn’t, hasn’t he ? What a pity that is. 
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I don’t know how I came to overlook him. Ah, he must 

pardon me. You must indeed, Mr.—er—Baxter—Barker, 

you must pardon me. I—er—my attention was directed 

to some other matter, I don’t know what. The thing that 

grieves me mainly is, that it happens every meal now. 

But you must try to overlook these little things, Mr. 

Bunker, these little neglects on my part. They’re always 

likely to happen with me in any case, and they are especi¬ 

ally likely to happen where a person has—er—well, where 

a person is, say, about three weeks in arrears for his board. 

You get my meaning ?—you get my idea ? Here is your 

Irish stew, and—er—it gives me the greatest pleasure to 

send it to you, and I hope that you will enjoy the charity 

as much as I enjoy conferring it.’ 

A blush rose in Brady’s white cheeks and flowed slowly 

backward to his ears and upward toward his forehead, but 

he said nothing and began to eat his food under the em¬ 

barrassment of a general silence and the sense that all 

eyes were fastened upon him. Barrow whispered to Tracy : 

‘ The old man’s been waiting for that. He wouldn’t 

have missed that chance for anything.’ 

* It’s a brutal business,’ said Tracy. Then he said to 

himself, purposing to set the thought down in his diary 

later: 
‘ Well, here in this very house is a republic where all 

are free and equal, if men are free and equal anywhere in 

the earth, therefore I have arrived at the place I started 

to find, and 1 am a man among men, and on the strictest 

equality possible to men, no doubt. Yet here on the 

threshold I find an inequality. There are people at this 

table who are looked up to for some reason or another, and 

here is a poor devil of a boy who is looked down upon, 
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treated with indifference, and shamed by humiliations, 

when he has committed no crime but that common one of 

being poor. Equality ought to make men noble-minded. 

In fact I had supposed it did do that.’ 

After supper, Barrow proposed a walk, and they 

started. Barrow had a purpose. He wanted Tracy to 

get rid of that cowboy hat. He didn’t see his way to 

finding mechanical or manual employment for a person 

rigged in that fashion. Barrow presently said— 

‘ As I understand it, you’re not a cowboy.’ 

‘ No, I’m not.’ 

‘ Well, now if you will not think me too curious, how 

did you come to mount that hat ? Where’d you get it ? ’ 

Tracy didn’t know quite how to reply to this, but pre¬ 
sently said— 

‘ Well, without going into particulars, I exchanged 

clothes with a stranger under stress of weather, and I 

would like to find him and re-exchange.’ 

‘ Well, why don’t you find him ? Where is he ? ’ 

‘ I don’t know. I supposed the best way to find him 

would be to continue to wear his clothes, which are con¬ 

spicuous enough to attract his attention if I should meet 

him on the street.’ 

‘ Oh, very well,’ said Barrow, ‘ the rest of the outfit is 

well enough, and while it’s not too conspicuous, it isn’t 

quite like the clothes that anybody else wears. Suppress 

the hat. When you meet your man he’ll recognise the 

rest of his suit. That’s a mighty embarrassing hat, you 

know, in a centre of civilisation like this. I don’t believe 

an angel could get employment in Washington in a halo 
like that.’ 

Tracy agreed to replace the hat with something of a 
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modester form, and they stepped aboard a crowded car and 

stood with others on the rear platform. Presently, as the 

car moved swiftly along the rails, two men crossing the 

street caught sight of the backs of Barrow and Tracy, and 

both exclaimed at once, ‘ There he is ! ’ It was Sellers and 

Hawkins. Both were so paralysed with joy that before 

they could pull themselves together and make an effort tc 

stop the car, it was gone too far, and they decided to wait 

for the next one. They waited a while; then it occurred 

to Washington that there could be no use in chasing one 

horse-car with another, and he wanted to hunt up a hack. 

But the Colonel said— 

‘ When you come to think of it, there’s no occasion for 

that at all. Now that I’ve got him materialised, I can 

command his motions. I’ll have him at the house by the 

time we get there.’ 

I 
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Then they hurried off home in a state of great and 

joyful excitement. 
The hat exchange accomplished, the two new friends 

started to walk back leisurely to the boarding-house. 

Barrow’s mind was full of curiosity about this young 

fellow. He said— 
‘ You’ve never been to the Rocky Mountains ? ’ 

‘No.’ 
‘ You’ve never been out on the plains ? ’ 

‘No.’ 
‘ How long have you been in this country ? ’ 

‘ Only a few days.’ 

‘ You’ve never been in America before ? ’ 

‘ No.’ 
Then Barrow communed with himself. ‘ Now what odd 

shapes the notions of romantic people take. Here’s a 

young fellow who’s read in England about cowboys and 

adventures on the plains. He comes here and buys a cow¬ 

boy’s suit. Thinks he can play himself on folks for a 

cowboy, all inexperienced as he is. Now the minute he’s 

caught in this poor little game, he’s ashamed of it and 

ready to retire from it. It is that exchange that he has 

put up as an explanation. It’s rather thin, too thin alto¬ 

gether. Well, he’s young, never been anywhere, knows 

nothing about the world, sentimental, no doubt. Perhaps 

it was the natural thing for him to do, but it was a most 

singular choice, curious freak, altogether. 

Both men were busy with their thoughts for a time, 

then Tracy heaved a sigh and said— 

‘ Mr. Barrow, the case of that young fellow troubles 

me.’ 
‘ You mean Nat Brady ? ’ 
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‘ Yes, Brady, or Baxter, or whatever it was. The old 

landlord called him by several different names.’ 

‘ Oh, yes, he has been very liberal with names for 

Brady, since Brady .fell into arrears for his board. Well, 

that’s one of his sarcasms—the old man thinks he’s great 

on sarcasm.’ 

‘ Well, what is Brady’s difficulty ? What is Brady— 

who is he ? ’ 

‘ Brady is a tinner. He’s a young journeyman tinner 

who was getting along all right till he fell sick and lost his 

job. He was very popular before he lost his job; every¬ 

body in the house liked Brady. The old man was rather 

especially fond of him, but you know that when a man 

loses his job and loses his ability to support himself and to 

pay his way as he goes, it makes a great difference in the 

way people look at him and feel about him.’ 

‘ Is that so ! Is it so ? ’ 

Barrow looked at Tracy in a puzzled way. ‘Why of 

course it’s so. Wouldn’t you know that, naturally ? Don’t 

you know that the wounded deer is always attacked and 

killed by its companions and friends ? ’ 

Tracy said to himself, while a chilly and boding dis¬ 

comfort spread itself through his system, ‘ In a republic of 

deer and men where all are free and equal misfortune is a 

crime, and the prosperous gore the unfortunate to death.’ 

Then he said aloud, ‘ Here in the boarding-house, if one 

would have friends and be popular instead of having the 

cold shoulder turned upon him, he must be prosperous.’ 

‘Yes,’ Barrow said, ‘that is so. It’s their human 

nature. They do turn against Brady, now that he’s un¬ 

fortunate, and they don’t like him as well as they did 

before; but it isn’t because of any lack in Brady he’s 
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just as ho was before, has the same nature and the same 

impulses, but they—well, Brady is a thorn in their con¬ 

sciences, you see. They know they ought to help him and 

they’re too stingy to do it, and they’re ashamed of them¬ 

selves for that, and they ought also to hate themselves on 

that account, but instead of that they hate Brady because 

ho makes them ashamed of themselves. I say that’s 

human nature; that occurs everywhere; this boarding¬ 

house is merely the world in little, it’s the case all over— 

they’re all alike. In prosperity we are popular; popularity 

comes easy in that case, but when the other thing comes 

our friends are pretty likely to turn against us.’ 

Tracy’s noble theories and high purposes were beginning 

to feel pretty damp and clammy. He wondered if by any 

possibility he had made a mistake in throwing his own 

prosperity to the winds and taking up the cross of other 

people’s unprosperity. But he wouldn’t listen to that sort 

of thing; he cast it out of his mind and resolved to go 

ahead resolutely along the course he had mapped out for 

himself. 

Extracts from his diary : 

Have now spent several days in this singular hive. I don’t 
know quite what to make out of these people. They have merits 
and virtues, but they have some other qualities, and some ways 
that are hard to get along with. I can’t enjoy them. The 
moment 1 appeared in a hat of the period, I noticod a change. 
The respect which had been paid me before, passed suddenly 
away, and the people became friendly—more than that—they 
became familiar, and I’m not used to familiarity, and can't take 
to it right off; 1 find that out. Those people’s familiarity 
amounts to impudence, sometimes. 1 suppose it’s all right; no 
doubt I can get used to it, but it’s not a satisfactory process at 
all. 1 have accomplished my dearest wish, I am a man among 
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men, on an equal footing with Tom, Dick, and Harry, and yet it 
isn’t just exactly what I thought it was going to bo. I—I miss 
home. Am obliged to say I am homesick. Another thing—and 
this is a confession a reluctant one, but I will make it: The thing 
I miss most and most severely, is the respect, the deference, with 
which I was treated all my life in England, and which seems to 
be somehow necessary to me. I got along very woll without the 
luxury and the wealth and the sort of society I’vo been accus¬ 
tomed to, but I do miss tho respect and can’t seem to get recon¬ 
ciled to the absence of it. There is respect, there is deference 
here, but it doesn’t fall to my share. It is lavished on two men. 
One of them is a portly man of middle ago who is a retired 
plumber. Everybody is pleased to have that man’s notice, lie’s 
full of pomp and circumstance and self-complacency and bad 
grammar, and at tablo he is Bir Oraclo, and when ho opens his 
mouth not any dog in tho kennel barks. Tho other person is a 
policeman at tho capitol-building. llo represents tho govern¬ 
ment. Tho deference paid to these two men is not so very far 
short of that which is paid to an carl in England, though tho 
method of it differs. Not so much courtliness, but tho deference 

is all there. 
Yes, and thero is obsequiousness too. 
It does rather look as if in a republic whero all aro free and 

equal prosperity and position constitute rank. 

CHAPTER XIII 

The days drifted by, and they grew ever more dreary. For 

Barrow’s efforts to find work for Tracy were unavailing. 

Always the first question asked was, ‘What Union do you 

belong to ? ’ 
Tracy was obliged to reply that lie didn’t belong to any 

trade-union. 
‘ Very well, then, it’s impossible to employ you. My 
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men wouldn’t stay with me if I should employ a “ soab,” or 

“ rat,” ’ or whatever the phrase was. 

Finally, Tracy had a happy thought. He said, * Why 

the thing for me to do, of course, is to join a trade-union.’ 

‘ Yes,’ Barrow said, ‘ that is the thing for you to do—if 

you can.’ 

‘ If I can ? Is it difficult ? ’ 

‘Well, yes,’ Barrow said, ‘it’s sometimes difficult—in 

fact, very difficult. But you can try, and of course it will 

be best to try.’ 

Therefore Tracy tried ; hut he did not succeed. He was 

refused admission with a good deal of promptness, and was 

advised to go back home, where he belonged, not come there 

taking honest men’s bread out of their mouths. Tracy 

began to realise that the situation was desperate, and 

the thought made him cold to the marrow. He said to him¬ 

self, ‘ So there is an aristocracy of position here, and an 

aristocracy of prosperity, and apparently there is also an 

aristocracy of the ins as opposed to the outs, and I am with 

the outs. So the ranks grow daily, here. Plainly there are 

all kinds of castes here and only one that I belong to, the 

outcasts.’ But he couldn’t even smile at his small joke, 

although he wras obliged to confess that he had a rather good 

opinion of it. He was feeling so defeated and miserable by 

this time that he could no longer look with philosophical 

complacency on the horseplay of the young fellows in the 

upper rooms at night. At first it had been pleasant to see 

them unbend and have a good time after having so well 

earned it by the labours of the day, but now it all rasped 

upon his feelings and his dignity. He lost patience with 

the spectacle. When they were feeling good, they shouted, 

they scuffled, they sang songs, they romped about the place 
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like cattle, and they generally wound up with a pillow fight, 

in which they banged each other over the head, and threw 

the pillows in all directions, and every now and then he got 

a buffet himself; and they were always inviting him to join 

in. They called him * .Johnny Bull,’ and invited him with 

excessive familiarity to take a hand. At first he had 

endured all this with good nature, hut latterly he had shown 

by his manner that it was distinctly distasteful to him, and 

very soon he saw a change in the manner of these young 

people toward him. They were souring on him, as they 

would have expressed it in their language. He had never 

been what might he called popular. That was hardly the 

phrase for it; he had merely been liked, but now dislike for 

him was growing. His case was not helped by the fact 

that he was out of luck, couldn’t get work, didn’t belong to 

a Union, and couldn’t gain admission to one. He got a good 

many slights of that small ill-defined sort that you can’t 

quite put your finger on, and it was manifest that there was 

only one thing which protected him from open insult, and 

that was his muscle. These young people had seen him 

exercising, mornings, after his cold sponge bath, and they 

had perceived by his performance and the build of his body 

that he was athletic, and also versed in boxing. He felt 

pretty naked now, recognising that he was shorn of all 

respect except respect for his fists. One night when he 

entered his room he found about a dozen of the young 

fellows there carrying on a very lively conversation 

punctuated with horse-laughter. The talking ceased 

instantly, and the frank affront of a dead silence followed. 

He said, 
‘Good evening, gentlemen,’ and sat down. 

There was no response. He flushed to the temples but 
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forced himself to maintain silence. He sat there in this 

uncomfortable stillness some time, then got up and went 

out. 

The moment he had disappeared he heard a prodigious 

shout of laughter break forth. He saw that their plain 

purpose had been to insult him. He ascended to the flat 

roof, hoping to be able to cool down his spirit there and get 

back his tranquillity. He found the young tinner up there, 

alone and brooding, and entered into conversation with 

him. They were pretty fairly matched, now, in unpopularity 

and general ill-luck and misery, and they had no trouble in 

meeting upon this common ground with advantage and 

something of comfort to both. But Tracy’s movements 

had been watched, and in a few minutes the tormentors 

came straggling one after another to the roof, where they 

began to stroll up and down in an apparently purposeless 

way. But presently they fell to dropping remarks that 

were evidently aimed at Tracy, and some of them at the 

tinner. The ringleader of this little mob was a short-haired 

bully and amateur prize-fighter named Allen, who was 

accustomed to lording it over the upper floor, and had more 

than once shown a disposition to make trouble with Tracy. 

Now there was an occasional cat-call, and hootings, and 

whistlings, and finally the diversion of an exchange of con¬ 

nected remarks was introduced: 

‘ How many does it take to make a pair ? ’ 

£ Well, two generally makes a pair, but sometimes there 

ain’t stuff enough in them to make a whole pair.’ General 

laugh. 

‘ What were you saying about the English a while 

ago ? ’ 

‘ Oh, nothing, the English are all right, only—I-’ 
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‘ What was it you said about them ? ’ 

‘ Oh, I only said they swallow well.’ 

‘ Swallow better than other people ? ’ 

‘ Oh, yes, the English swallow a good deal better than 

other people.’ 

‘ What is it they swallow best ? ’ 

‘ Oh, insults.’ Another general laugh. 

‘ Pretty hard to make ’em fight, ain’t it ? ’ 

‘ No, tain’t hard to make ’em fight.’ 

‘ Ain’t it, really ? ’ 

‘ No, tain’t hard. It’s impossible.’ Another laugh. 

‘ This one’s kind of spiritless, that’s certain.’ 

‘ Couldn't he the other way—in his case.’ 

‘ Why ? ’ 

‘ Don’t you know the secret of his birth ? ’ 

‘ No ! has lie got a secret of his birth ? ’ 

‘ You bet he has.’ 

‘ What is it ? ’ 

‘ His father was a wax-figger.’ 

Allen came strolling by where the pair were sitting; 

stopped, and said to the tinner : 

‘ How are you off for friends, these days ? ’ 

‘ Well enough off.’ 

‘ Got a good many ? ’ 

‘ Well, as many as I need.’ 
‘ A friend is valuable, sometimes—as a protector, you 

know. What do you reckon would happen if I was to 

snatch your cap off and slap you in the face with it ? ’ 

‘ Please don’t trouble me, Mr. Allen, I ain’t doing any¬ 

thing to you.’ 
* You answer me! What do you reckon would 

happen ? ’ 
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£ Well, I don’t know.’ 

Tracy spoke up with a good deal of deliberation and 

^aid, 

‘ Don’t trouble the young fellow, I can tell you what 

would happen.’ 

‘ Oh, you can, can you ? Boys, Johnny Bull can tell us 

what would happen if I was to snatch this chump’s cap off 

and slap him in the face with it. Now you’ll see.’ 

He snatched the cap and struck the youth in the face, 

and before he could inquire what was going to happen, it 

had already happened, and he was warming the tin with 

the broad of his back. Instantly there was a rush, and 

shouts of £ A ring, a ring, make a ring ! Fair play all 

round ! Johnny’s grit; give him a chance.’ 

The ring was quickly chalked on the tin, and Tracy 

found himself as eager to begin as he could have been if 

his antagonist had been a prince instead of a mechanic. 

At bottom he was a little surprised at this, because 

although his theories had been all in that direction for 

some time, he was not prepared to find himself actually eager 

to measure strength with quite so common a man as this 

ruffian. In a moment all the windows in the neighbour¬ 

hood were filled with people, and the roofs also. The men 

squared off, and the fight began. But Allen stood no 

chance whatever against the young Englishman. Neither 

in muscle nor in science was he his equal. He measured 

his length on the tin time and again ; in fact, as fast as he 

could get up he went down again, and the applause was kept 

up in liberal fashion from all the neighbourhood around. 

Finally, Allen had to be helped up. Then Tracy declined 

to punish him further and the fight was at an end. Allen 

was carried off by some of his friends in a very much 
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humbled condition, his face black and blue and bleeding, 

and Tracy was at once surrounded by the young fellows, 

who congratulated him, and told him that he had done the 

whole house a service, and that from this out Mr. Allen would 

be a little more particular 

about how he handled 

slights and insults and 

maltreatment around 

amongst the boarders. 

Tracy was a hero now, 

and exceedingly popular. 

Perhaps nobody had ever 

been quite so popular on 

that upper floor before. 

But if being discounte¬ 

nanced by these young 

fellows had been hard to 

bear, their lavish com¬ 

mendations and approval 

and hero-worship were 

harder still to endure. 

He felt degraded, but he 

did not allow himself to 

analyse the reasons why, too closely. He was content to 

satisfy himself with the suggestion that he looked upon him¬ 

self as degraded by the public spectacle which he had made 

of himself, fighting on a tin roof, for the delectation of ever}^- 

body a block or two around. But he wasn’t entirely satis¬ 

fied with that explanation of it. Once he went a little too 

far and wrote in his diary that his case was worse than 

that of the prodigal son. He said the prodigal son merely 

fed swine, he didn’t have to chum with them. But he 

HE MEASURED HIS LENGTH ON THE TIN. 
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struck that out, and said, ‘All men are equal. I will not 

disown my principles. These men are as good as I am.’ 

Tracy was become popular on the lower floors also. 

Everybody was grateful for Allen’s reduction to the ranks, 

and for his transformation from a doer of outrages to a 

mere threatener of them. The young girls, of whom there 

wTere half a dozen, showed many attentions to Tracy, par¬ 

ticularly that hoarding-house pet Hattie, the landlady’s 

daughter. She said to him, very sweetly— 

‘ I think you’re ever so nice.’ And when he said, ‘ I’m 

glad you think so, Miss Hattie,’ she said, still more 

sweetly— 

‘ Don’t call me Miss Hattie—call me Puss.’ 

Ah, here was promotion ! He had struck the summit. 

There were no higher heights to climb in that boarding¬ 

house. His popularity was complete. 

In the presence of people Tracy showed a tranquil out¬ 

side, but his heart was being eaten out of him by distress 

and despair. 

In a little while he should he out of money, and then 

what should he do ? He wished, now, that he had 

borrowed a little more liberally from that stranger’s store. 

He found it impossible to sleep. A single torturing, terri¬ 

fying thought went racking round and round in his head, 

wearing a groove in his brain: What should he do—What 

was to become of him ? And along with it began to 

intrude a something presently which was very like a wish 

that he had not joined the great and noble ranks of 

martyrdom, but had stayed at home and been content to 

be merely an earl and nothing better, with nothing more to 

do in this world of a useful sort than an earl finds to do. 

But he smothered that part of his thought as well as he 
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could ; he made every effort to drive it away, and with fair 

success, but he couldn’t keep it from intruding a little now 

and then, and when it intruded it came suddenly and 

nipped him like a bite, a sting, a burn. He recognised that 

thought by the peculiar sharpness of its pang. The others 

were painful enough, but that one cut to the quick when it 

came. Night after night he lay tossing to the music of the 

hideous snoring of the honest bread-winners until two and 

three o’clock in the morning, then got up and took refuge 

on the roof, where he sometimes got a nap and sometimes 

failed entirely. His appetite was leaving him and the zest 

of life was going along with it. Finally, one day, being 

near the imminent verge of total discouragement, he said 

to himself—and took occasion to blush privately when he 

said it, ‘ If my father knew what my American name is,— 

lie_well, my duty to my father rather requires that I 

furnish him my name. I have no right to make his days 

and nights unhappy, I can do enough unhappiness for the 

family all by myself. Eeally he ought to know what my 

American name is.’ He thought over it a while and framed 

a cablegram in his mind to this effect: 

‘ My American name is Howard Tracy.’ 

That wouldn’t be suggesting anything. His father 

could understand that as he chose, and doubtless he would 

understand it as it was meant, as a dutiful and affectionate 

desire on the part of a son to make his old father happy 

for a moment. Continuing his train of thought, Tracy said 

to himself, ‘ Ah, but if he should cable me to come home ! 

1 I—couldn’t do that—I mustn’t do that. I’ve started 

out on a mission, and I mustn’t turn my back on it in 

cowardice. No, no, I couldn’t go home, at—at least I 

shouldn’t want to go home.’ Alter a reflective pause : 
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W ell, maybe—perhaps—it would be my duty to go in the 

oh cumstances; he s very old and he does need me by him 

to stay his lootsteps down the long hill that inclines west¬ 

ward toward the sunset of his life. Well, I’ll think about 

that. Yes, of course it wouldn’t be right to stay here. I 

^ 1 well, perhaps I could just drop him a line and put 

it oil a little while and satisfy him in that way. Tt would 

be—well, it would mar everything to have him require me 

to come instantly.’ Another reflective pause—then : ‘And 

yet if he should do that I don’t know but—oh, dear me 

home! how good it sounds ! and a body is excusable 

for wanting to see his home again, now and then, any¬ 
way.’ 

He went to one of the telegraph offices in the avenue 

and got the first end of what Barrow called the ‘ usual 

Washington courtesy,’ where ‘ they treat you as a tramp 

until they find out you’re a congressman, and then they 

slobber all over you.’ There was a boy of seventeen on 

duty there, tying his shoe. He had his foot on a chair and 

his back turned towards the wicket. He glanced over his 

shoulder, took lracy s measure, turned back, and went on 

tying his shoe. Tracy finished writing his telegram and 

waited, still waited, and still waited, for that performance 

to finish, but there didn’t seem to be any finish to it; so 
finally Tracy said— 

‘ Can’t you take my telegram ? ’ 

lhe youth looked over his shoulder and said, by his 
manner, not his words— 

‘ Don’t you think you could wait a minute, if you 
tried ? ’ 

Howe vex, he got the shoe tied at last, and came and 

took the telegram, glanced over it, then looked up sur- 
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prised at Tracy. There was something in his look that 

bordered upon respect, almost reverence, it seemed to 

Tracy, although he had been so long without anything of 

this kind he was not sure that he knew the signs of it. 

The boy read the address aloud, with pleased expression 

in face and voice. 

‘ The Earl of Eossmore ! Cracky ! Do you know 

him ? ’ 

‘ Yes.’ 

‘ Is that so ! Does he know you ? ’ 

‘ Well—yes.’ 

* Well, I swear ! Will lie answer you ? ’ 

‘ I think he will.’ 

‘ Will he though ? Where’ll you have it sent ? ’ 

‘ Oh, nowhere. I’ll call here and get it. When shall 

I call ? ’ 

‘ Oh, I don’t know—I’ll send it to you. Where shall I 

send it'? Give me your address; I’ll send it to you soon’s 

it comes.’ 

But Tracy didn’t propose to do this. He had acquired 

the boy’s admiration and deferential respect, and he wasn’t 

willing to throw these precious things away, a result sure 

to follow if he should give the address of that boarding¬ 

house. So he said again that lie would call and get the 

telegram, and went his way. 

He idled along, reflecting. He said to himself, ‘ There 

is something pleasant about being respected. I have ac¬ 

quired the respect of Mr. Allen and some of those others, 

and almost the deference of some of them on pure merit, 

for having thrashed Allen. While their respect and their 

deference—if it is deference—is pleasant, a deference based 

upon a sham, a shadow, does really seem pleasanter still. 
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It’s no real merit to be in correspondence with an earl, and 

yet, after all, that boy makes me feel as if there was.’ 

The cablegram was actually gone home ! The thought 

of it gave him an immense uplift. He walked with a 

lighter tread. His heart was full of happiness. He threw 

aside all liesitances and confessed to himself that he was 

glad through and through that he was going to give up this 

experiment and go back to his home again. His eagerness 

to get his father’s answer began to grow, now, and it grew 

with marvellous celerity, after it began. He waited an 

hour, walking about, putting in his time as well as he could, 

but interested in uothing that came under his eye, and at 

last he presented himself at the office again and asked if 

any answer had come yet. The boy said— 

‘ No, no answer yet,’ then glanced at the clock and 

added, ‘ I don’t think it’s likely you’ll get one to-day.’ 

‘ Wiry not ? ’ 
‘Well, you see it’s getting pretty late. You can’t 

always tell where ’bouts a man is when he’s on the other side, 

and you can’t always find him just the minute you want 

him, and you see it’s getting about six o’clock now, and over 

there it’s pretty late at night.’ 

‘ Why, yes,’ said Tracy, ‘ I hadn’t thought of that.’ 

‘Yes, pretty late, now, half-past ten or eleven. Oh yes, 

you probably won’t get any answer to-niglrt.’ 
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CHAPTEE XIY 

So Tracy went home to supper. The odours in that supper- 

room seemed more strenuous and more horrible than ever 

before, and he was happy in the thought that he was so soon 

to be free from them again. When the supper was over he 

hardly knew whether he had eaten any of it or not, and he 

certainly hadn’t heard any of the conversation. His heart 

had been dancing all the time, his thoughts had been far¬ 

away from these things, and in the visions of his mind the 

sumptuous appointments of his father’s castle had risen 

before him without rebuke. Even the plushed flunkey, 

that walking symbol of a sham inequality, had not been 

unpleasant to his dreaming view. After the meal Barrow 

said— 
‘ Come with me. I’ll give you a jolly evening.’ 

‘ Very good. Where are you going ? ’ 

‘ To my club.’ 

‘ What club is that ? ’ 

‘ Mechanics’ Debating Club.’ 

Tracy shuddered, slightly. He didn’t say anything about 

having visited that place himself. Somehow he didn’t quite 

relish the memory of that time. The sentiments which had 

made his former visit there so enjoyable, and filled him with 

such enthusiasm, had undergone a gradual change, and they 

had rotted away to such a degree that he couldn’t contem¬ 

plate another visit there with anything strongly resembling 

delight. In fact he was a little ashamed to go; he didn’t 

want to go there and find out by the rude impact of the 

thought of those people upon his reorganised condition of 
K 
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mind, how sharp the change had been. He would have 

preferred to stay away. He expected that now he should 

hear nothing except sentiments which would be a reproach 

to him in his changed mental attitude, and he rather wished 

he might be excused. And yet he didn’t quite want to say 

that, he didn’t want to show how he did feel, or show any 

disinclination to go, and so lie forced himself to go along 
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with Barrow, privately purposing to take an early oppor¬ 

tunity to get away. 

After the essayist of the evening had read his paper, the 

chairman announced that the debate would now be upon 

the subject of the previous meeting, ‘ The American Press.’ 

It saddened the backsliding disciple to hear this announce¬ 

ment. It brought up too many reminiscences. He wished 

he had happened upon some other subject. But the debate 

began, and he sat still and listened. 

In the course of the discussion one of the speakers—a 

blacksmith named Tompkins—arraigned all monarchs and 

all lords in the earth for their cold selfishness in retaining 

their unearned dignities. He said that no monarch and no 

son of a monarch, no lord and no son of a lord ought to be 

able to look his fellow-man in the face without shame. 

Shame for consenting to keep his unearned titles, property, 

and privileges at the expense of other people; shame for 

consenting to remain, on any terms, in dishonourable pos¬ 

session of these things, which represented bygone robberies 

and wrongs inflicted upon the general people of the nation. 

He said, ‘ if there were a lord or the son of a lord here, I 

would like to reason with him, and try to show him how 

unfair and how selfish his position is. I would try to per¬ 

suade him to relinquish it, take his place among men on 

equal terms, earn the bread he eats, and hold of slight value 

all deference paid him because of artificial position, all re¬ 

verence not the just due of his own personal merits.’ 

Tracy seemed to be listening to utterances of his own 

made in talks with his radical friends in England. It was 

as if some eavesdropping phonograph had treasured up his 

words and brought them across the Atlantic to accuse him 

with them in the hour of his defection and retreat. Every 
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word spoken by this stranger seemed to leave a blister on 

Tracy’s conscience, and by the time the speech was finished 

he felt that he was all conscience and one blister. This 

man’s deep compassion for the enslaved and oppressed 

millions in Europe who had to bear with the contempt of 

that small class above them, throned upon shining heights 

whose paths were shut against them, was the very thing he 

had often uttered himself. The pity in this man’s voice 

and words was the very twin of the pity that used to reside 

in his own heart and come from his own lips when he 

thought of these oppressed peoples. 

The homeward tramp was accomplished in brooding 

silence. It was a silence most grateful to Tracy’s feelings. 

He wouldn’t have broken it for anything; for he was 

ashamed of himself all the way through to his spine. He 

kept saying to himself : 

1 How unanswerable it all is—how absolutely unanswer¬ 

able ! It is basely, degradingly selfish to keep those un¬ 

earned honours, and—and—oh, hang it, nobody but a 

cur-’ 

‘ What an idiotic damned speech that Tompkins made! ’ 

This outburst was from Barrow. It flooded Tracy’s 

demoralised soul with waters of refreshment. These were 

the darlingest words the poor vacillating young apostate 

had ever heard—for they whitewashed his shame for him, 

and that is a good service to have when you can’t get the 

best of all verdicts, self-acquittal. 

‘ Come up to my room and smoke a pipe, Tracy.’ 

Tracy had been expecting this invitation, and had had 

his declination all ready: but he was glad enough to accept, 

now. WTas it possible that a reasonable argument could 

be made against that man’s desolating speech ? He was 
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burning to hear Barrow try it. He knew how to start him, 

and keep him going : it was to seem to combat his positions 

—a process effective with most people. 

‘What is it you object to in Tompkins’s speech, 

Barrow ? ’ 
* Oh, the leaving out of the factor of human nature ; 

requiring another man to do what you wouldn’t do your¬ 

self.’ 
‘ Do you mean-’ 
‘ Why here’s what I mean ; it’s very simple. Tompkins 

is a blacksmith ; has a family; works for wages ; and hard, 

too—fooling around won’t furnish the bread. Suppose it 

should turn out that by the death of somebody in England 

he is suddenly an earl—income, half a million dollars a 

year. What would he do ? ’ 
‘ Well, I—I suppose he would have to decline to-’ 

‘ Man, he would grab it in a second! ’ 

‘ Do you really think he would ? ’ 

‘ Think ?—I don’t think anything about it, I know it.’ 

‘ Why ? ’ 
‘ AVhy ? Because he’s not a fool.’ 

‘ So you think that if he were a fool, he——’ 

‘ No, I don’t. Fool or no fool he would grab it. Any¬ 

body would. Anybody that’s alive. And I’ve seen dead 

people that would get up and go for it. I would myself. 

This was balm, this was healing, this Avas rest and peace 

and comfort. 
‘ But I thought you were opposed to nobilities.’ 

‘ Transmissible ones, yes. But that’s nothing. I m 

opposed to millionaires, but it would be dangerous to offer 

me the position.’ 

‘ You’d take it ? ’ 
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‘ I would leave the funeral of nay dearest enemy to go 
and assume its burdens and responsibilities.’ 

Tracy thought a while, then said— 

‘ I don’t know that I quite get the bearings of your 
position. You say you are opposed to hereditary nobilities, 
and yet if you had the chance you would-’ 

“ Take one ? In a minute I would. And there isn’t a 
mechanic in that entire club that wouldn’t. There isn’t a 
lawyer, doctor, editor, author, tinker, loafer, railroad 
president, saint—land, there isn’t a human beiwj in the 
United States that wouldn’t jump at the chance ! ’ 

* Except me,’ said Tracy softly. 

‘ Except you ! ’ Barrow could hardly get the words 
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out, his scorn so choked him. And he couldn’t get any 

further than that form of words ; it seemed to dam his flow, 

utterly. He got up and came and glared upon Tracy in a 

kind of outraged and unappeasable way, and said again, 

‘ Except you ! ’ He walked around him—inspecting him 

from one point of view and then another, and relieving his 

soul now and then by exploding that formula at him : 

‘ Except you ! ’ Finally he slumped down into his chair 

with the air of one who gives it up, and said— 

< He’s straining his viscera and he’s breaking his heart 

trying to get some low-down job that a good dog wouldn’t 

have, and yet wants to let on that if he had a chance to 

scoop an earldom he wouldn’t do it. lracy, don t put this 

kind of a strain on me. Lately I’m not as strong as I 

was.’ 
‘ Well, I wasn’t meaning to put a strain on you, Bar- 

row, I was only meaning to intimate that if an earldom 

ever does fall in my way-’ 
* There—I wouldn’t give myself any worry about that, 

if I was you. And besides, I can settle what you would do. 

Are you any different from me ? ’ 

‘ Well—no.’ 

‘ Are you any better than me ? ’ 

‘ 0—er—why, certainly not.’ 

‘ Are you as good ? Come ! ’ 
‘ Indeed, I—the fact is, you take me so suddenly,-’ 

‘ Suddenly ? What is there sudden about it ? It isn’t 

a difficult question, is it ? Or doubtful ? Just measure us 

on the only fair lines—the lines of merit—and of course 

you’ll admit that a journeyman chair-maker that earns his 

twenty dollars a week, and has had the good and genuine 

culture of contact with men, and care, and hardship, and 
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failure, and success, and downs and ups and ups and downs, 

is just a trifle the superior of a young fellow like you, who 

doesn’t know how to do anything that’s valuable, can’t 

earn his living in any secure and steady way, hasn’t had 

any experience of life and its seriousness, hasn’t any 

culture hut the artificial culture of books, which adorns but 

doesn’t really educate—come ! if / wouldn’t scorn an earl¬ 

dom, what the devil right have you to do it ? ’ 

Tracy dissembled his joy, though he wanted to thank 

the chair-maker for that last remark. Presently a thought 

struck him, and he spoke up briskly and said : 

‘ But look here, I really can’t quite get the hang of 

your notions—your principles, if they are principles. You 

are inconsistent. You are opposed to aristocracies, yet 

you’d take an earldom if you could. Am I to understand 
that you don t blame an earl for being and remaining an 
earl ? ’ 

‘ I certainly don’t.’ 

‘ And you wouldn’t blame Tompkins, or yourself, or 

me, or anybody, for accepting an earldom if it was offered ? ’ 
* Indeed I wouldn’t.’ 

‘ Y ell, then, who would you blame ? ’ 

The whole nation—any bulk and mass of population 

anywhere, in any country, that will put up with the infamy, 

the outrage, the insult of an hereditary aristocracy which 

they can’t enter—and on absolutely free and equal terms.’ 

‘ Come, aren’t you beclouding yourself with distinctions 
that are not differences ? ’ 

Indeed I am not. I am entirely clear-headed about 

tins thing. If I could extirpate an aristocratic system by 

declining its honours, then I should be a rascal to accept 

them. And if enough of the mass would join me to make 
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the extirpation possible, then I should he a rascal to do 

otherwise than help in the attempt.’ 
‘ I believe I understand—yes, I think I get the idea. 

You have no blame for the lucky few who naturally decline 

to vacate the pleasant nest they were born into, you only 

despise the all-powerful and stupid mass of the nation lor 

allowing the nest to exist.’ 
(That’s it, that’s it! You can get a simple thing 

through your head if you work at it long enough. 

‘ Thanks.’ 
‘ Don’t mention it. And I’ll give you some sound 

advice : when you go back, if you find your nation up and 

ready to abolish that hoary affront, lend a hand; but 

if that isn’t the state of things and you get a chance at an 

earldom, don’t you be a fool—you take it.’ 

Tracy responded with earnestness and enthusiasm 

‘ As I live, I’ll do it ! ’ 

Barrow laughed. 
‘ I never saw such a fellow. I begin to think you ve 

got a good deal of imagination. With you, the idlest fancy 

freezes into a reality at a breath. Why, you looked, then, 

as if it wouldn’t astonish you if you did tumble into an 

earldom.’ Tracy blushed. Barrow added : ‘ Earldom ! 

Oh yes, take it, if it offers ; but meantime we’ll go on 

looking around, in a modest way, and if you get a chance to 

superintend a sausage-stuffer at six or eight dollars a week, 

you just trade off the earldom for a last year s almanac and 

stick to the sausage-stuffing.’ 
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CHAPTER XV 

Tracy went to bed happy once more, at rest in his mind 

once more. He had started out on a high emprise—that 

was to his credit, he argued ; he had fought the best fight 

he could, considering the odds against him—that was to 

his credit; he had been defeated—certainly there was 

nothing discreditable in that. Being defeated, he had 

a right to retire with the honours of war and go back with¬ 

out prejudice to the position in the world’s society to which 

he had been born. Why not ? even the rabid republican 

chair-maker would do that. Yes, his conscience was com¬ 

fortable once more. 

He woke refreshed, happy, and eager for his cable¬ 

gram. He had been born an aristocrat, he had been a 

democrat for a time, he was now an aristocrat again. He 

marvelled to find that this final change was not merely in¬ 

tellectual, it had invaded his feeling ; and he also marvelled 

to note that this feeling seemed a good deal less artificial 

than any he had entertained in his system for a long time. 

He could also have noted, if he had thought of it, that his 

bearing had stiffened, over night, that his chin had lifted 

itself a shade. Arrived in the basement, he wTas about to 

enter the breakfast-room when he saw old Marsh in the 

dim light of a corner of the hall, beckoning him with his 

finger to approach. The blood welled slowly up in Tracy’s 

cheek, and he said with a grade of injured dignity almost 

ducal— 

‘ Is that for me ? ’ 

‘ Yes.’ 

* What is the purpose of it ? ’ 
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£ I want to speak to you—in private.’ 

‘ This spot is private enough for me.’ 

Marsh was surprised ; and not particularly pleased. 

He approached and said— 

‘ Oh, in public, then, if you prefer. Though it hasn’t 

been my way.’ 

The boarders 

gathered to the 

spot, interested. 

‘ Speak out,’ 

said Tracy. ‘ What 

is it you want ? ’ 

‘ Well, haven’t 

you — er — forgot 

something ? ’ 
‘ I ? I’m not aware of it.’ 

* Oh, you’re not ? Now you 

stop and think, a minute.’ 

‘ I refuse to stop and think. 

It doesn’t interest me. If it 

interests you, speak out.’ 

‘Well, then,’ said Marsh, 

raising his voice to a slightly 

angry pitch, ‘ you forgot to 

HE SAW OLD MARSH 

BECKONING HIM. 

bound to have it pay your hoard yesterday—if you’re 

public.’ 
Oh yes, this heir to an annual million or so had been 

dreaming and soaring, and had forgotten that pitiful three 

or four dollars. For penalty he must have it coarsely 

flung in his face in the presence of these people—people in 

whose countenances was already beginning to dawn an 

uncharitable enjoyment of the situation. 
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‘ Is that all ? Take your money and give your terrors a 

rest.’ 

Tracy’s hand went down into his pocket with angry 

decision. But—it didn’t come out. The colour began to 

ebb out of his face. The countenances about him showed 

a growing interest; and some of them a heightened satis¬ 

faction. There was an uncomfortable pause—then he 

ONE OF THE NEGRO WOMEN. 

too, last night. I’m laying for 

One of the negro wome 

stairs as pale as a sorrel hori 

excitement: 

‘ Misto Marsh, Misto Allen’i 

‘ What! ’ 

‘ Yes-sah, and cleaned out 

towels en de soap ! ’ 

forced out, with difficulty, 

the words— 

‘ I’ve—been robbed ! ’ 

Old Marsh’s eyes flamed 

up with Spanish fire, and 

he exclaimed— 

‘ Robbed, is it ? That'a 

your tune '? It’s too old— 

been played in this house 

too often ; everybody plays 

it that can’t get work 

when he wants it, and 

won’t work when he can get 

it. Trot out Mr. Allen, 

somebody, and let him 

take a toot at it. It’s 

his turn next, ha forgot, 

him.’ 

n came scrambling down 

se with consternation and 

i skipped out! ’ 

his room clean; tuck bofe 
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‘ You lie, you hussy ! ’ 
< It’s jes’ so, jes’ as I tells you—en Misto Sumner’s 

socks is gone, en Misto Naylor’s yuther shirt.’ 

Mr. Marsh was at boiling-point by this time. He 

turned upon Tracy— 
‘ Answer up now—when are you going to settle ? 

< To-day—since you seem to be in a hurry.’ 

< To-day, is it ? Sunday—and you out of work ? I 

like that. Come—where are you going to get the money ? ’ 

Tracy’s spirit was rising again. He proposed to impress 

these people: 
< I am expecting a cablegram from home. 

Old Marsh was caught out, with the surprise of it. The 

idea was so immense, so extravagant, that he couldn t get 

his breath at first. "When he did get it, it came rancid with 

sarcasm. 
‘ A cablegram—think of it, ladies and gents, he’s expect¬ 

ing a cablegram ! He’s expecting a cablegram—this duffer, 

this scrub, this bilk! From his father—eh? Yes— 

without a doubt. A dollar or two a word—oh, that’s 

nothing-—they don’t mind a little thing like that this kind s 

fathers don't. Now his father is—er—well, 1 reckon his 

father-’ 
‘ My father is an English earl! ’ 
The crowd fell back aghast—aghast at the sublimity of 

the young loafer’s ‘ cheek.’ Then they burst into a laugh 

that made the windows rattle. Tracy was too angry to 

realise that he had done a foolish thing. He said- 

‘ Stand aside, please. I 
< ’Wait a minute, your lordship,’ said Marsh, bowing low ; 

• where is your lordship going ? ’ 

‘ For the cablegram. Let me pass.’ 
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‘ Excuse me, your lordship, you’ll stay right where you 
are.’ 

‘ What do you mean by that ? ’ 

‘ I mean that I didn’t begin to keep boarding-house yes¬ 

terday. It means that I am not the kind that can be taken 

in by every hack-driver’s son that comes loafing over here 

because he can’t bum a living at home. It means that you 

can’t skip out on 

any such-’ 

Tracy made 

a step toward 

the old man, but 

Mrs. Marsh 

sprang between, 

and said— 

* Don’t, Mr. 

Tracy, please.’ 

She turned to 

her husband and 

said, ‘ Do bridle 

your tongue. 

What has he 

done to be treat- 

MRS. MARSH SPRANG BETWEEN. ed so ? Can’t 

you see he has 

lost his mind, with trouble and distress ? He’s not re¬ 
sponsible.’ 

‘Thank your kind heart, madam, but I’ve not lost my 

mind ; and if I can have the mere privilege of stepping to 

the telegraph-office-’ 

‘ Well, you can’t,’ cried Marsh. 

‘—or sending--’ 
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‘ Sending! That beats everything. If there’s any¬ 

body that’s fool enough to go on such a chuckleheaded 

errand-’ 
‘ Here comes Mr. Barrow—he will go for me. Bar- 

row-’ 
A brisk fire of exclamations broke out— 

* Say, Barrow, he’s expecting a cablegram ! ’ 

‘ Cablegram from his father, you know! ’ 

‘ Yes—cablegram from the wax-figger ! ’ 

* And say, Barrow, this fellow’s an earl—take off your 

hat, pull down your vest ! ’ 

‘ Yes, he’s come off and forgot his crown, that he 

wears Sundays. He’s cabled over to his pappy to send 

it.’ 
‘ You step out and get that cablegram, Barrow ; his 

majesty’s a little lame to-day.’ 

‘ Oh, stop,’ cried Barrow ; ‘ give the man a chance.’ He 

turned, and said with some severity, ‘ Tracy, what’s the 

matter with you ? What kind of foolishness is this you’ve 

been talking ? You ought to have more sense.’ 

‘ I’ve not been talking foolishness ; and if you’ll go to 

the telegraph-office-’ 
‘ Oh, don’t talk so. I’m your friend in trouble and out 

of it, before your face and behind your back, for anything 

in reason ; hut you’ve lost your head, you see, and this 

moonshine about a cablegram-’ 

4 I'll go there and ask for it! 

4 Thank you from the bottom of my heart, Brady. Here, 

I’ll give you a written order for it. Fly, now, and fetch it. 

We’ll soon see ! ’ 
Brady flew. Immediately the sort of quiet began to 

steal over the crowd which means dawning doubt, mis- 
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giving; and might be translated into the words, ‘ Maybe he 

is expecting a cablegram—maybe he has got a father some¬ 

where—maybe we’ve been just a little too fresh, just a shade 

too “previous ” ! ’ Loud talk ceased; then the mutterings 

and low murmurings and whisperings died out. The crowd 

began to crumble apart. By ones and twos the fragments 
drifted to the breakfast table. 

Barrow tried to bring Tracy 

in ; but he said— 

‘ Not yet, 

Barrow — pre¬ 

sently.’ 

Mrs. Marsh 

and Hattie tried, 

offering gentle 

and kindly per¬ 

suasions ; but he 

said :— 

‘ I would 

rather wait—till 

he comes.’ 

Even old 

11 would ratheb wait.’ Marsh began to 

have suspicions 

that maybe he 

had been a trifle too ‘ brash,’ as he called it in the privacy 

of his soul, and he pulled himself together and started to¬ 

ward Tracy with invitation in his eyes ; but Tracy warned 

him off with a gesture which was quite positive and elo¬ 

quent. Then followed the stillest quarter of an hour which 

had ever been known in that house at that time of day. It 

was so still, and so solemn withal, that when somebody’s 
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cup slipped from his fingers and landed in his plate the 

shock made people start, and the sharp sound seemed as in¬ 

decorous there and as out of place as if a coffin and mourn¬ 

ers were imminent and being waited for. And at last when 

Brady’s feet came 

clattering down the 

stairs the sacrilege 

seemed unbearable. 

Everybody rose 

softly and turned 

toward the door, 

where stood Tracy ; 

then with a com¬ 

mon impulse 

moved a step or 

two in that direc¬ 

tion, and stopped. 

While they gazed, 

young Brady ar¬ 

rived, panting, and 

put into Tracy’s 

hand — sure 

enough — an enve¬ 

lope. Tracy fas¬ 

tened a bland, vic¬ 

torious eye upon 

the gazers, and 
kept it there till one by one they dropped their eyes, van¬ 

quished and embarrassed. Then he tore open the telegram 

and glanced at its message. The yellow paper fell from his 

fingers and fluttered to the floor, and his face turned white. 

There was nothing there but one word— 

THE YELLOW PAPER FELL FROM HIS FINGERS. 

L 
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‘ Thanks.’ 

The humorist of the house, the tall, raw-boned Billy 

Nash, calker from the navy yard, was standing in the rear 

of the crowd. In the midst of the pathetic silence that was 

now brooding over the place and moving some few hearts 

there toward compassion, he began to whimper, then he put 

his handkerchief to his eyes and buried his face in the neck 

of the bashfullest young fellow in the company, a navy-yard 

blacksmith, shrieked ‘ Oh, pappy, how could you ! ’ and began 

to bawl like a teething baby, if one may imagine a baby with 

the energy and the devastating voice of a jackass. 

So perfect was the imitation of a child’s cry, and so vast 

the scale of it, and so ridiculous the aspect of the performer, 

that all gravity was swept from the place as if by a hurricane, 

and almost everybody there joined in the crash of laughter 

provoked by the exhibition. Then the small mob began to 

take its revenge—revenge for the discomfort and apprehen¬ 

sion it had brought upon itself by its own too rash fresh¬ 

ness of a little while before. It guyed its poor victim, 

baited him, worried him, as dogs do with a cornered cat. 

The victim answered back with defiances and challenges 

which included everybody, and which only gave the sport 

new spirit and variety ; but when he changed his tactics 

and began to single out individuals and invite them by name, 

the fun lost its funniness and the interest of the show died 

out, along with the noise. 

Finally Marsh was about to take an innings, but Bar- 

row said— 

‘ Never mind, now—leave him alone. You’ve no 

account with him but a money account. I’ll take care of 

that myself.’ 

The distressed and worried landlady gave Barrow a 
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fervently grateful look for his championship of the abused 

stranger; and the pet of the house, a very prism in her 

cheap hut ravishing Sunday rig, blew him a kiss from the 

tips of her fingers and said, with the darlingest smile and a 

sweet little toss of her head— 

* You’re the only man here, and 

I’m going to set my cap for you, you 

dear old thing ! ’ 

‘ For shame, Puss ! How you 

talk ! I never saw such a child ! ’ 

It took a good deal of argument 

and persuasion—that is to say, petting, 

under these disguises—to get Tracy 

to entertain the idea of breakfast. 

He at first said he would never eat 

again in that house ; and added that 

he had enough firmness of character, 

he trusted, to enable him to starve like 

a man when the alternative was to 

eat insult with his bread. 

When he had finished his break¬ 

fast Barrow took him to his room, 

furnished him a pipe, and said 

cheerily— 
‘ Now, old fellow, take in your battle-flag out of the wet; 

you’re not in the hostile camp any more. You’re a little 

upset by your troubles, and that’s natural enough, but 

don’t let your mind run on them any more than you can 

help ; drag your thoughts away from your troubles—by 

the ears, by the heels, or any other way, so you manage 

it; it’s the healthiest thing a body can do; dwelling on 

troubles is deadly, just deadly—and that’s the softest name 

1 i’m going to set my 

CAP TOR YOU.’ 
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there is for it. You must keep your mind amused—you 

must, indeed.’ 

‘ Oh, miserable me ! ’ 

‘ Don't! There’s just pure heartbreak in that tone. 

It’s just as I say; you’ve got to get right down to it and 

amuse your mind, as if it was salvation.’ 

‘ They’re easy words to say, Barrow, but how am I 

going to amuse, entertain, divert a mind that finds itself 

suddenly assaulted and overwhelmed by disasters of a sort 

not dreamed of and not provided for ? No, no, the bare 

idea of amusement is repulsive to my feelings. Let us 

talk of death and funerals.’ 

‘ No—not yet. That would be giving up the ship. 

We’ll not give up the ship yet. I’m going to amuse 

you ; I sent Brady out for the wherewithal before you 

finished breakfast.’ 

‘You did? What is it?’ 

‘ Come, this is a good sign—curiosity. Oh, there’s hope 

for you yet.’ 

CHAPTER XYI 

Bkady arrived with a box, and departed, after saying— 

‘ They’re finishing one up, but they’ll be along as soon 

as it’s done.’ 
Barrow took a frameless oil portrait a foot square from 

the box, set it up in a good light, without comment, and 

reached for another, taking a furtive glance at Tracy mean¬ 

time. The stony solemnity in Tracy’s face remained as it 

was, and gave out no sign of interest. Barrow placed the 

second portrait beside the first, and stole another glance 
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while reaching for a third. The stone image softened, a 

shade. No. 8 forced the ghost of a smile, No. 4 swept 

indifference wholly away, and No. 5 started a laugh which 

was still in good and 

hearty condition when 

No. 14 took its place in 

the row. 
‘ Oh, you're all right, 

yet,’ said Barrow. ‘ You 

see you’re not past 

amusement.’ 

The pictures were 

fearful as to colour, and 

atrocious as to drawing 

and expression ; but the 

feature which squelched 

animosity and made no. 5 started a laugh. 

them funny was a fea¬ 
ture which could not achieve its full force in a single picture, 

but required the wonder-working assistance of repetition. 

One loudly-dressed mechanic in stately attitude, with his 

hand on a cannon, ashore, and a ship riding at anchor in 

the offing, this is merely odd; but when one sees the 

same cannon and the same ship in fourteen pictures in 

a row, and a different mechanic standing watch in each, 

the thing gets to be funny. 
‘ Explain—explain these aberrations,’ said Tracy. 

‘ Well, they are not the achievement of a single intellect, 

a single talent—it takes two to do these miracles. They 

are collaborations; the one artist does the figure, the other 

the accessories. The figure-artist is a German shoemakei 

with an untaught passion for art, the other is a.simple- 
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hearted old Yankee sailor-man whose possibilities are 

strictly limited to his ship, his cannon, and his patch of 

petrified sea. They work these things up from twenty-five- 

cent tintypes ; they get six dollars apiece for them, and they 

can grind out a couple a day when they strike what they 

call a boost—that is, an inspiration.’ 

‘ People actually pay money for these calumnies ? ’ 

‘ They actually do—and quite willingly, too. And these 

abortionists could double their trade and work the women 

in, if Capt. Saltmarsh could whirl a horse in, or a piano, or 

a guitar, in place of his cannon. The fact is, he fatigues 

the market with that cannon. Even the male market, I 

mean. These fourteen in the procession are not all satis¬ 

fied. One is an old “ independent ” fireman, and he wants 

an engine in place of the cannon ; another is a mate of a 

tug, and wants a tug in place of the ship—and so on, and 

so on. But the Captain can’t make a tug that is deceptive, 

and a fire engine is many flights beyond his power.’ 

‘ This is a most extraordinary form of robbery; I never 

have heard of anything like it. It’s interesting.’ 

‘ Yes, and so are the artists. They are perfectly honest 

men, and sincere. And the old sailor-man is full of sound 

religion, and is as devoted a student of the Bible and mis- 

quoter of it as you can find anywhere. I don’t know a 

better man or kinder-hearted old soul than Saltmarsh, 

although he does swear a little sometimes.’ 

‘ He seems to be perfect. I want to know him, Barrow.’ 

‘ You’ll have the chance. I guess I hear them coming 

now. We’ll draw them out on their art, if you like.’ 

The artists arrived and shook hands with great 

heartiness. The German was forty and a little fleshy, 

with a shiny bald head and a kindly face and deferential 
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manner. Capt. Saltmarsli was sixty, tall, erect, powerfully 

built, with coal-black hair and whiskers, and he had a well- 

tanned complexion, and a gait and countenance that were 

full of command, confidence, and decision. His horny hands 

and wrists were covered with tattoo-marks, and when Ins 

lips parted, his teeth showed up white and blemishless. 

His voice was the effortless deep bass of a church organ, 
and would disturb the 

tranquillity of a gas flame 

fifty yards away. 
‘ They’re wonderful 

pictures,’ said Barrow. 

‘ We’ve been ex¬ 

amining them.' 

‘ It is very 

bleasant dot you 

like dem,’ said 

Handel, the Ger¬ 

man, greatly pleased. 

‘ Und you, Herr Tracy, 

you haf peen bleased mit 

dem too, alretty ? ’ 

‘ I can honestly say I 

have never seen anything 

just like them before.’ 

< Schon ! ’ cried the German, delighted. ‘ You hear, 

Captain. Here is a chentleman, yes, vot ahbreciate miser 

aart. 
The Captain was charmed, and said 
‘ Well, sir, we’re thankful for a compliment yet, though 

they’re not as scarce now as they used to be before we made 

a reputation.’ 

.v+, 
CAPTAIN SALTMARSH AND BROTHER 

OF THE BRUSH. 
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‘ Getting the reputation is the up-hill time in most 
things, Captain.’ 

£ It’s so. It ain’t enough to knowhow to reef a gasket, 

you got to make the mate know you know it. That’s repu¬ 

tation. The good word said at the right time, that's the 

word that makes us; and evil be to him that evil thinks, 
as Isaiah says.’ 

‘It’s very relevant, and hits the point exactly,’ said 
Tracy. 

‘ Where did you study art, Captain ? ’ 

* I haven’t studied ; it’s a natural gift.’ 

‘ He is horn mit dose cannon in him. He tondt haf to 

do noding, his chenius do all de vork. Of he is asleep, und 

take a pencil in his hand, out come a cannon. Py crashus, 

of he could do a clavier, of he could do a guitar, of he could 

do a vashtub, it is a fortune, heiliger Yohanniss it is yoost 
a fortune! ’ 

‘ Well, it is an immense pity that the business is hin¬ 

dered and limited in this unfortunate way.’ 

The Captain grew a trifle excited himself now— 

‘ You’ve said it, Mr. Tracy ! Hindered ? well, I should 

say so. Why, look here. This fellow here, No. 11, lie’s 

a hackman—a flourishing hackman, I may say. He 

wants his hack in this picture. Wants it where the cannon 

is. I got around that difficulty by telling him the cannon’s 

our trademark, so to speak—proves that the picture’s our 

work, and I was afraid if we left it out people wouldn’t 

know for certain if it was a Saltmarsh-Handel—now you 
wouldn’t yourself-’ 

1 What, Captain '? You wrong yourself, indeed you do. 

Anyone who has once seen a genuine Saltmarsh-Handel 

is safe from imposture for ever. Strip it, flay it, skin it 
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out of every detail but the bare colour and expression, 

and that man will still recognise it, still stop to worship-’ 

‘ Oh, how it makes me feel to hear dose expres¬ 

sions !-’ 
—‘ still say to himself again as he had said a hundred 

times before, the art of the Saltmarsh-Handel is an art 

apart; there is nothing in the heavens above or in the earth 

beneath that resembles it-’ 
‘ Py chiminy, nur horen Sie einmal! In my lifeday 

haf I never heard so brecious worts.’ 
‘ So I talked him out of the hack, Mr. Tracy, and he let 

up on that, and said put in a hearse, then—because he’s 

chief mate of a hearse but don’t own it—stands a watch 

for wages, you know. But I can t do a hearse any more 

than I can a hack; so here we are—becalmed, you see. 

And it’s the same with women and such. They come and 

they want a little johnry picture-’ 

‘ It’s the accessories that make it a genre ? ’ 

* Yes—cannon, or cat, or any little thing like that, that 

you heave in to whoop up the effect. We could do a pro¬ 

digious trade with the women if we could foreground the 

things they like, but they don’t give a damn for artillery. 

Mine’s the lack,’ continued the Captain with a sigh, 

< Andy’s end of the business is all right I tell you he s an 

artist from wayback ! ’ 
‘ Yoost hear dot old man ! He always talk ’poud me 

like dot,’ purred the pleased German. 
« Look at his work yourself! Fourteen portraits in a 

row. And no two of them alike.’ 
«Now that you speak of it, it is true; I hadn’t noticed 

it before. It is very remarkable—unique, I suppose ? ’ 

< I should say so. That’s the very thing about Andy— 
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he discriminates. Discrimination’s the thief of time—forty- 

ninth Psalm—hut that ain’t any matter, it’s the honest 

thing, and it pays in the end.’ 

‘ Yes, he certainly is great in that feature, one is 

obliged to admit it; but—now mind, I’m not really criti¬ 

cising—don’t you think he is just a trifle over strong in 

technique ? ’ 

The Captain’s face was 

knocked expressionless by 

this remark. It remained 

quite vacant while he mut¬ 

tered to himself—‘ Technique 

■— technique —polytechnique 

—pyrotechnique; that’s it, 

likely—fireworks—too much 

colour.’ Then he spoke up 

with serenity and confidence, 

and said— 

‘ Well, yes, he does pile it 

on pretty loud; but they all 

like it, you know—fact is, it’s 

the life of the business. Take 

that No. 9, there, Evans the 

‘ discrimination’s the thief 

OF TIME.’ 

butcher. He drops into the stoodio as sober-coloured as 

anything you ever see: now look at him. You can’t tell 

him from scarlet fever. Well, it pleases that butcher to 

death. I’m making a study of a sausage-wreath to hang 

on the cannon, and I don’t really reckon I can do it right; 

but if I can, we can break the butcher.’ 

‘ Unquestionably your confederate—I mean your—your 

fellow-craftsman—is a great colourist-’ 

‘ Oh, dank eschbn-! ’ 
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—* in fact a quite extraordinary colourist; a colourist, 

I make bold to say, without imitator here or abroad, and 

with a most bold and effective touch, a touch like a batter¬ 

ing-ram ; and a manner so peculiar and romantic, and 

extraneous, and ad libitum, and heart-searching, that— 

that—he—he is an impressionist, I presume ? ’ 

‘ No,’ said the Captain simply, £ he is a Presbyterian.’ 

‘It accounts for it all—all—there’s something divine 

about his art—soulful, unsatisfactory, yearning, dim- 

hearkening on the void horizon, vague murmuring to the 

spirit out of ultramarine distances and far-sounding cata¬ 

clysms of uncreated space—oh, if he—if he—has he ever 

tried distemper ? ’ 

The Captain answered up with energy 

‘ Not if he knows himself! But his dog has, and- 

‘ Oh no, it vas not my dog.’ 

‘ Why, you said it was your dog.’ 

‘ Oh no, Gaptain, I-’ 
‘ It was a white dog, wasn’t it ? with his tail docked, and 

one ear gone, and-’ 
‘ Dot’s him, dot’s him !—der fery dog. Wy, py Chorge, 

dot dog he vould eat baint yoost de same like-’ 

‘ Well, never mind that, now—’vast heaving—I never 

saw such a man. You start him on that dog and he’ll dis¬ 

pute a year. Blamed if I haven’t seen him keep it up a 

level two hours and a half.’ 

‘ Why, Captain ! ’ said Barrow. ‘ I guess that must be 

hearsay.’ 
‘ No, sir, no hearsay about it—he disputed with me.’ 

* I don’t see how you stood it.’ 

‘ Oh, you’ve got to—if you run with Andy. But it’s 

the only fault lie’s got.’ 
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‘ Ain’t you afraid of acquiring it ? ’ 

‘ Oh no,’ said the Captain tranquilly, ‘ no danger of 

that, I reckon.’ 

The artists presently took their leave. Then Barrow 

put his hands on Tracy’s shoulders and said— 

‘ Look me in the eye, my boy. Steady, steady. There 

—it’s just as I thought— 

hoped, anyway; you're all 

right, thank goodness. No¬ 

thing the matter with your 

mind. But don’t do that 

again—even for fun. It isn’t 

wise. They wouldn’t have 

believed you if you’d been an 

earl’s son. Why, they couldn't 

—don’t you know that ? 

What ever possessed you to 

take such a freak ? But never 

mind about that; let’s not 

talk of it. It was a mistake; 

you see that yourself.’ 

‘Yes—it was a mistake.’ 

‘Well, just drop it out of 

your mind ; it’s no harm ; we 

* look me Di the eye, my boy.’ 8>U make them. Pull your 
courage together, and don’t 

brood, and don’t give up. I’m at your hack, and we’ll pull 

through, don’t you be afraid.’ 

When he was gone Barrow walked the floor a good while, 

uneasy in his mind. He said to himself, ‘ I’m troubled 

about him. He never would have made a break like that 

if he hadn’t been a little off his balance. But I know what 
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being out of work and no prospect ahead can do for a man. 

First it knocks the pluck out of him and drags his pride m 

the dirt; worry does the rest, and his mind gets shaky. I 

must talk to these people. No—if there’s any humanity in 

them—and there is, at bottom—they’ll be easier on him if 

they think his troubles have disturbed his reason. But I’ve 

got to find him some work; work’s the only medicine for 

his disease. Poor devil! away off here, and not a fiiend. 

CHAPTER XVII 

The moment Tracy was alone his spirits vanished away, 

and all the misery of his situation was manifest to him. 

To be moneyless and an object of the chair-maker s chaiity, 

this was bad enough ; but his folly in proclaiming himself 

an earl’s son to that scoffing and unbelieving crew, and, on 

top of that, the humiliating result—the recollection of these 

things was a sharper torture still. He made up his mind 

that he would never play earl’s son again before a doubtful 

audience. 
His father’s answer was a blow he could not understand. 

At times he thought his father imagined he could get work 

to do in America without any trouble, and was minded to 

let him try it and cure himself of his radicalism by hard, 

cold, disenchanting experience. That seemed the most 

plausible theory, yet he could not content himself with it. 

A theory that pleased him better was, that this cablegram 

would be followed by another, of a gentler sort, requiring 

him to come home. Should he write and strike his flag, 
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and ask for a ticket home ? Oh no, that he couldn’t ever 

do. At least, not yet. That cablegram would come, it cer¬ 

tainly would. So he went from one telegraph-office to 

another every day for nearly a week, and asked if there was 

a cablegram for Howard Tracy. No, there wasn’t any. So 

they answered him at first. Later, they 

said it before he had a chance to ask. 

Later still they merely shook them heads 

impatiently as 

soon as he came 

in sight. After 

that he was 

ashamed to go 

any more. 

He was down 

in the lowest 

depths of de¬ 

spair, now; for the harder Barrow 

tried to find work for him the more 

hopeless the possibilities seemed to 

grow. At last he said to Barrow— 

‘ Look here. I want to make a 

confession. I have got down, now, 

to where I am not only willing to 

acknowledge to myself that I am a 

shabby creature and full of false 

pride, but am willing to acknowledge it to you. Well, I’ve 

been allowing you to wear yourself out hunting for work for 

me when there’s been a chance open tome all the time. For¬ 

give my pride—what was left of it. It is all gone now, and 

I’ve come to confess that if those ghastly artists want another 

confederate, I’m their man—for at last I am dead to shame.’ 

1 I WANT TO MAKE 

CONFESSION.’ 
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‘ No ? Eeally, can you paint ? ’ 
‘ Not as badly as they. No, I don’t claim that, for 1 am 

not a genius; in fact, I am a very indifferent amateur, a 
slouchy dabster, a mere ai'tistic sarcasm; but drunk or 

asleep I can beat those buccaneers.’ 
‘ Shake! I want to shout! Oh, I tell you, I am im¬ 

mensely delighted and relieved. Oh, just to woik that is 
life! No matter what the work is—that’s of no conse¬ 

quence. Just work 
itself is bliss when 
a man’s been starv¬ 
ing for it. I’ve 
been there! Come 
right along, we’ll 
hunt the old boys 
up. Don’t you feel 
good ? I tell] you 
Ido.’ 

The freebooters 

were not at home. 
But their ‘works’ 
were—displayed in 
profusion all about 

the little ratty THE last touch was put on. 

studio. Cannon to 
the right of them, cannon to the left of them, cannon in 

front—it was Balaclava come again. 
‘ Here’s the uncontented hackman, Tracy. Buckle to— 

deepen the sea-green to turf, turn the ship into a hearse. 

Let the boys have a taste of your quality.’ 
The artists arrived just as the last touch was put on. 

They stood transfixed with admiration. 
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‘ My souls ! but she’s a stunner, that hearse. The hack- 

naan will just go all to pieces when he sees that—won’t he, 

Andy ?’ 

‘ Oh, it is sphlennid, sphlennid ! Herr Tracy, why haf 

you not said you vas a so sublime aartist ? Lob’ Gott, of 

you had lif’d in Paris you would be a Pree de Rome, dot’s 

vot’s de matter ! ’ 

The arrangements were soon made. Tracy was taken 

into full and equal partnership, and he went straight to 

work, with dash and energy, to reconstructing gems of art 

whose accessories had failed to satisfy. Under his hand, 

on that and succeeding days, artillery disappeared, and the 

emblems of peace and commerce took its place—cats, hacks, 

sausages, tugs, fire engines, pianos, guitars, rocks, gardens, 

flower-pots, landscapes—whatever was wanted, he flung it 

in; and the more out of place and absurd the required ob¬ 

ject was, the more joy he got out of fabricating it. The 

pirates were delighted, the customers applauded, the sex 

began to flock in, great was the prosperity of the firm. 

Tracy was obliged to confess to himself that there was some¬ 

thing about work—even such grotesque and humble work 

as this—which most pleasantly satisfied a something in his 

nature which had never been satisfied before, and also gave 

him a strange new dignity in his own private view of 

himself. 

The Unqualified Member from Cherokee Strip was in a 

state of deep dejection. For a good while now he had 

been leading a sort of life which was calculated to kill, for 

it had consisted in regularty alternating days of brilliant 

hope and black disappointment. The brilliant hopes were 

created by the magician Sellers, and they always promised 
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that note he had got the trick sure, and would effectively 

influence that materialised cowboy to call at the Towers 

before night. The black disappointments consisted in the 

persistent and monotonous failure of these prophecies. 

At the date which this history has now reached, Sellers 

was appalled to find that the usual remedy was inoperative, 

and that Hawkins’s low spirits refused absolutely to lift. 

Something must be done, he reflected; it was heart-break¬ 

ing, this woe, this smileless misery, this dull despair that 

looked out from his poor friend’s face. Yes, he must be 

cheered up. He mused a while, then he saw his way. He 

said in his most conspicuously casual vein— 

‘ Er-uh—by the way, Hawkins, we are feeling disap¬ 

pointed about this thing—the way the materialisee is 

acting, I mean—we are disappointed ; you concede that ? 

‘ Concede it ? Why, yes, if you like the term.’ 

‘ Very well; so far, so good. Now for the basis of the 

feeling. It is not that your heart, your affections are con¬ 

cerned ; that is to say, it is not that you want the mate¬ 

rialisee Itself. You concede that ? ’ 

‘ Yes, I concede that, too—cordially.’ 

‘ Very well, again; we are making progress. To sum 

up : The feeling, it is conceded, is not engendered by the 

mere conduct of the materialisee ; it is conceded that it 

does not arise from any pang which the personality of the 

materialisee could assuage. Now then,’ said the earl, with 

the light of triumph in his eye, ‘ the inexorable logic of the 

situation narrows us down to this : our feeling has its source 

in the money-loss involved. Come, isn’t that so'? 

‘ Goodness knows I concede that, with all my heart.’ 

‘ Very well. When you’ve found out the source of a 

disease, you’ve also found out what remedy is required—just 
M ' 
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as in this case. In this case money is required. And only 

money.’ 

The old, old seduction was in that airy, confident tone 

and those significant words—usually called pregnant words 

in boohs. The old answering signs of faith and hope 

showed up in Hawkins’s countenance, and he said— 

‘ Only money ? Do you mean that you know a way 

to-’ 

‘Washington, have you the impression that I have no 

‘ IN THIS CASE MONEY IS REQUIRED.’ 

resources but those I allow the public and my intimate 

friends to know about ? ’ 

‘ Well, I—er-’ 

‘ Is it likely, do you think, that a man moved by nature 

and taught by experience to keep his affairs to himself, and 

a cautious and reluctant tongue in his head, wouldn’t be 

thoughtful enough to keep a few resources in reserve for a 
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rainy day, when lie’s got as many as I have to select 

from ? ’ 

‘ Oh, you make me feel so much better already, Colonel! 

‘ Have you ever been in my laboratory ? ’ 

‘ Why, no.’ 

‘ That’s it. You see you didn’t even know that I had 

one. Come along. I’ve got a little trick there that I want 

to show you. I’ve kept it perfectly quiet, not fifty people 

know anything about it. But that’s my way, always been 

my way. Wait till you’re ready, that’s the idea; and when 

you’re ready, zzip !—let her go ! ’ 

‘ Well, Colonel, I’ve never seen a man that I’ve had 

such unbounded confidence in as you. When you say a 

thing right out, I always feel as if that ends it; as if that 

is evidence, and proof, and everything else.’ 

The old Earl was profoundly pleased and touched. 

* I’m glad you believe in me, Washington ; not every¬ 

body is so just.’ 

‘ I always have believed in you ; and I always shall as 

long as I live.’ 

‘ Thank you, my boy. You shan’t repent it. And you 

can't.’' Arrived in the ‘ laboratory,’ the Earl continued, 

‘ Now, cast your eye around this room—what do you see ? 

Apparently a junk-shop ; apparently a hospital connected 

with a patent office—in reality, the mines of Golconda in 

disguise ! Look at that thing there. Now what would 

you take that thing to be ? ’ 

‘ I don’t believe I could ever imagine.’ 

‘ Of course you couldn’t. It’s my grand adaptation of 

the phonograph to the marine service. You store up 

profanity in it for use at sea. You know that sailors don’t 

fly around worth a cent unless you swear at them—so the 
M 2 
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mate that can do the best job of swearing is the most 

valuable man. In great emergencies his talent saves the 

ship. But' a ship is a large thing, and he can’t be every¬ 

where at once; so there 

have been times when one 

mate has lost a ship which 

could have been saved if 

they had had a hundred. 

Prodigious storms, you 

know. Well, a ship can’t 

afford a hundred mates; 

hut she can afford a hun¬ 

dred Cursing Phonographs, 

and distribute them all over the vessel—and there, you see, 

she’s armed at every point. Imagine a big storm and a 

hundred of my machines all cursing away at once—splendid 

spectacle, splendid !—you couldn’t hear yourself think. 

‘ CAST TOUR EYES ABOUND THIS ROOM.’ 
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Ship goes through that storm perfectly serene—she’s just 

as safe as she’d be on shore.’ 
< it’s a wonderful idea. How do you prepare the thing . 

‘ Load it—simply load it.’ 

‘How?’ . . , 
< Why, you just stand over it and swear into it. 

‘ That loads it, does it ? ’ 
< Yes_because every word it collars, it keeps keeps it 

for ever. Never wears out. Any time you turn the crank, 

out it’ll come. In times of great peril, you can reverse it, 

and it’ll swear backwards. That makes a sailor hump 

himself ! ’ 
£ Oh, I see. AVho loads them ?—the mate ? ’ 
‘ Yes, if he chooses. Or I’ll furnish them already loaded. 

I can hire an expert for $lo a month who will load a hun¬ 

dred and fifty phonographs in a hundred and fifty hours, 

and do it easy. And an expert can furnish a stronger article, 

of course, than the mere average uncultivated mate could. 

Then you see, all the ships of the world will buy them ready 

loaded_for I shall have them loaded in any language a 

customer wants. Hawkins, it will work the grandest moral 

reform of the nineteenth century. Five years from now, alt 

the swearing will be done by machinery—you won’t ever hear 

a profane word come from human lips on a ship. Mi ions 

of dollars have been spent by the churches m the effort to 

abolish profanity in the commercial marine. Think of it— 

my name will live for ever in the affections of good men as 

the man who, solitary and alone, accomplished this noble and 

elevating reform.’ 
< Qh, it is grand and beneficent and beautiful. How < u 

you ever come to think of it? You have a wonderful 

mind. How did you say you loaded the machine . 
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‘ Oh, it’s no trouble—perfectly simple. If you want to 

load it up loud and strong, you stand right over it and 

shout. But if you leave it open and all set, it’ll eavesdrop, 

so to speak—that is to say, it will load itself up with any 

sounds that are made within six feet of it. Now I’ll show 

you how it works. I had an expert come and load this 

one up yesterday. Hello, it’s been left open- it’s too bad 

■—still I reckon it hasn’t had much chance to collect 

irrelevant stuff. All you do is to press this button in the 
floor—so. 

The phonograph began to sing in a plaintiff voice— 

There is a boarding-house, far, far away, 
Where they have ham and eggs, three times a day. 

‘ Hang it, that ain’t it. Somebody’s been singing 
around here.’ 

The plaintive song began again, mingled with a low, 

gradually rising wail of cats slowly warming up toward a 
fight— 

Oh, how the boarders yell, 
When they hear that dinner-bell— 
They give that landlord— 

(momentary outburst of terrific catfight which drowns out 
one word) 

Three times a day. 

(Renewal of furious catfight for a moment. The plaintive 

voice on a high fierce key, ‘ Scat, you devils ! ’—and a racket 
as of flying missiles.) 

‘Well, never mind—let it go. I've got some sailor- 

profanity down in there somewhere, if I could get to it. 

But it isn’t any matter; you see how the machine works.’ 
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Hawkins responded with enthusiasm 
‘Oh, it works admirably! I know there’s a hundred 

fortunes in it.’ , T 
‘And, mind, the Hawkins family get their share, 

Washington.’ 

‘ 0 li, thanks, 
thanks; you are just 

as generous as ever. 

All, it’s the grandest 

invention of the age! ’ 

‘ Ah, well, we live 

in wonderful times. 

The elements are 

crowded full of bene¬ 

ficent forces—always 

have been—and ours 

is the first generation 

to turn them to ac¬ 

count and make them 

work for us. Why, 

Hawkins, everything is 

useful—nothing ought 

ever to be wasted. 

Now look at sewer-gas, 
for instance. Sewer-gas has always 

been wasted heretofore : nobody tried 

to save up sewer-gas—-you can’t name , 
me a man. Ain’t that so ? you know perfectly well it s so. 

‘ Yes, it is so-but I never—er—I don’t quite see why a 

want to save it up? Well, I’ll tell you. Do 

you see this little invention here ?—it s a decomposei 

‘ it’s been left 

OTEN.’ 
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call it a decomposer. I give you my word of honour that 

if you show me a house that produces a given quantity of 

sewer-gas in a day, I’ll engage to set up my decomposer 

there and make that house produce a hundred times that 

quantity of sewer-gas in less than half an hour.’ 

‘ Dear me ! but why should you want to ? ’ 

‘ Want to ? Listen, and you’ll see. My boy, for illu¬ 

minating purposes and economy combined, there’s nothing 

in the world that begins with sewer-gas. And, really, it 

don’t cost a cent. You put in a good inferior article of 

plumbing—such as you find everywhere—and add my 

decomposer, and there you are. Just use the ordinary gas- 



THE AMERICAN CLAIMANT 169 

pipes—and there your expense ends. Think of it. Why, 

Major, in five years from now you won't see a house lighted 

with anything but sewer-gas. Every physician I talk to 

recommends it; and every plumber. 

‘ But isn’t it dangerous ? ’ 
< Oh, yes, more or less, but everything is coal gas, 

candles, electricity—there isn’t anything that ain’t.’ 

‘ It lights up well, does it ? ’ 

‘ Oh, magnificently.’ 

‘ Have you given it a good trial ? 
‘ Well, no, not a first-rate one. Polly’s prejudiced, and 

she won’t let me put it in here ; but I’m playing my cards 

to get it adopted in the President’s house, and then it 11 go 

-don’t you doubt it. I shall not need this one for the 

present, Washington; you may take it down to some 

boarding-house and give it a trial if you like.’ 

CHAPTER XVIII 

Washington shuddered slightly at the suggestion, then his 

face took on a dreamy look and he dropped into a trance of 

thought. After a little Sellers asked him what he was 

grinding in his mental mill. 
< Well, this. Have you got some secret project in 

your head which requires a Bank of England back of it to 

make it succeed ? ’ 
The Colonel showed lively astonishment, and said— 

* Why, Hawkins, are you a mind reader ? ’ 

11 ? I never thought of such a thing.’ 
‘Well, then, how did you happen to drop on to that 

idea in this curious fashion? It’s just mind reading, that’s 
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what it is, though you may not know it. Because I have got 

a private project that requires a Bank of England at its 

back. How could you divine that ? What was the process ? 

This is interesting.’ 

‘ There wasn’t any process. A thought like this hap¬ 

pened to slip through my head by accident. Howt much 

would make you or me comfortable ? A hundred thousand. 

Yet you are expecting two or three of these inventions of 

yours to turn out some billions of money, and you are 

wanting them to do that. If you wanted $10,000,000, 

I could understand that—it’s inside the human limits; but 

billions ! That’s clear outside the limits. There must be a 

definite project back of that somewhere.’ 

The Earl’s interest and surprise augmented with every 

word, and when Hawkins finished he said, with strong ad¬ 

miration— 

‘ It’s wonderfully reasoned out, Washington, it certainly 

is. It shows what I think is quite extraordinary penetra¬ 

tion. For you’ve hit it; you’ve driven the centre ; you’ve 

plugged the bull’s-eye of my dream. Now I’ll tell you 

the whole thing, and you’ll understand it. I don’t need 

to ask you to keep it to yourself, because you’ll see that the 

project will prosper all the better for being kept in the 

background till the right time. Have you noticed how 

many pamphlets and books I’ve got lying around relating 

to llussia ? ’ 

‘ Yes, I think most anybody would notice that—anybody 

who wrasn’t dead.’ 

‘ Well, I’ve been posting myself a good while. That’s 

a great and splendid nation, and deserves to be set free.’ 

He paused ; then added in a matter-of-fact way : * When I 

get this money I’m going to set it free.’ 
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* Great guns ! ’ 
‘ Why, what makes you jump like that ? ’ 

‘ Dear me ! when you are going to drop a remark under 

a man’s chair that is likely to blow him out through the 

roof, why don’t you put some expression, some force, some 

noise into it that will prepare him? You shouldn’t Hip 

out such a gigantic thing as this in that colourless kind of 

a way. You do jolt a person up so. Go on, now ; I’m all 

right again. Tell me all about it. I’m all interest—and 

sympathy too.’ 
< Well, I’ve looked the ground over, and concluded that 

the methods of the Russian patriots, while good enough, 

considering the way the boys are hampered, are not the 

best—at least not the quickest. They are trying to revo¬ 

lutionise Russia from within ; that’s pretty slow, you know, 

and liable to interruption all the time, and it is full of 

perils for the workers. Do you know how Peter the Great 

started his army ? He didn’t start it on the family pre¬ 

mises under the noses of the Strelitzes ; no, he started it 

away off yonder, privately—only just one regiment, you 

know, and he built to that. The first thing the Strelitzes 

knew, the regiment was an army ; their position was turned, 

and they had to take a walk. Just that little idea made the 

biggest and worst of all the despotisms the world has seen. 

The same idea can unmake it. I m going to prove it. 1 m 

going to get out to one side and work my scheme the way 

Peter did.’ 
< This is mighty interesting, Rossmore. What is it you 

are going to do ? ’ 
‘ I’m going to buy Siberia and start a republic. 

‘ There—bang you go again without giving any notice ! 

Going to buy it ? ’ 
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‘ Yes, as soon as I get the money. I don’t care what 

the price is, I shall take it. I can afford it, and I will. 

Now, then, consider this—and you’ve never thought of it, 

I’ll warrant. Where is the place where there is twenty-five 

times more manhood, pluck, true heroism, unselfishness, 

devotion to high and noble ideals, adoration of liberty, wide 

education, and brains per thousand of population than any 

other domain in the world can show ? ’ 

‘ Siberia ! ’ 

‘ Eight.’ 

‘ It is true—it certainly is true, but I never thought of it 

before.’ 

‘ Nobody ever thinks of it. But it’s so just the same. 

In those mines and prisons are gathered together the very 

finest and noblest and capablest multitude of human 

beings that God is able to create. Now, if you had that 

kind of a population to sell, would you offer it to a des¬ 

potism ? No, the despotism has no use for it; you would 

lose money. A despotism has no use for anything but 

human cattle. But suppose you want to start a republic ? ’ 

‘ Yes, I see. It’s just the material for it.’ 

‘ Well, I should say so ! There’s Siberia, with just the 

very finest and choicest material on the globe for a republic, 

and more coming—more coming all the time, don’t you 

see! It is being daily, weekly, monthly recruited by the 

most perfectly devised system that has ever been invented, 

perhaps. By this system the whole of the hundred millions 

of Russia are being constantly and patiently sifted, sifted, 

sifted by myriads of trained experts, spies appointed by 

the Emperor personally; and whenever they catch a man, 

woman, or child that has got any brains or education or 

character, they ship that person straight to Siberia. It is 
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admirable, it is wonderful. It is so searching and so effective 

that it keeps the general level of Russian intellect and educa¬ 

tion down to that of the Czar.’ 
‘ Come, that sounds like exaggeration.’ 

< Well, it’s what they say, any way. But I think myself 

it’s a lie. And it doesn’t seem right to slander a whole 

nation that way, anyhow. Now, then, you see what the 

material is, there in Siberia, for a republic.’ He paused, 

and his breast began to heave and his eye to burn under 

the impulse of strong emotion. Then his words began to 

stream forth with constantly increasing energy and fire, 

and he rose to his feet as if to give himself larger freedom. 

< The minute I organise that republic, the light of liberty, 

intelligence, justice, humanity bursting from it, flooding 

from it, flaming from it, will concentrate the gaze of the 

whole a stonished world as upon the miracle of a new sun ; 

Russia’s countless multitude of slaves will rise up and 

march, march!—eastward, with that great light trans¬ 

figuring their faces as they come, and far back of them 

you will see—what will you see ?—a vacant throne 

in an empty land ! It can be done, and by God I will 

do it! ’ 
He stood a moment bereft of earthly consciousness by 

his exaltation ; then consciousness returned, bringing him 

a slight shock, and he said, with grave earnestness : 

< x must ask you to pardon me, Major Hawkins. I have 

never used that expression before, and I beg you will forgive 

it this time.’ 
Hawkins was quite willing. 
‘ You see, Washington, it is an error which I am by 

nature not liable to. Only excitable, impulsive people are 

exposed to it. But the circumstances of the present case— 
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I being a democrat by birth and preference and an aristo¬ 

crat by inheritance and relish-’ 

The Earl stopped suddenly, his frame stiffened, and he 

began to stare speechless through f 

the curtainless window. Then he w\ 

pointed, and gasped out a single 

rapturous 

word— 

Look ! ’ 

‘ What is it, 

Colonel ? ’ 

‘ It! ’ 

‘No ! ’ 

‘ Sure as you’re 

born. Keep per¬ 

fectly still. I’ll 

apply the influence 

—I’ll turn on all my force. 

I’ve brought it thus far— 

I’ll fetch it right into the 

house. You’ll see.’ 

He was making all sorts 

of passes in the air with 

his hands. 

‘ There ! Look. I’ve made it smile ! See ? ’ 

Quite true. Tracy, out for an afternoon stroll, had 

come unexpectedly upon his family arms upon this shabby 

A (AmJA 
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house front. The hatchments made him smile, which was 

nothing; they had made the neighbourhood cats do that. 

‘ Look, Hawkins, look ! I’m drawing it over ! ’ 

; You’re drawing it sure, Bossmore. If I ever had any 

doubts about materialisation, they’re gone now, and gone 

for good. Oh, this 

is a joyful day !' 
Tracy was saun¬ 

tering over to read 

the doorplate. Be¬ 

fore he was halfway 

over, he was saying 

to himself, ‘ Why, 

manifestly these 

are the American 

Claimant’s quar¬ 

ters.’ 

‘ It’s coming— 

coming right along. 

I’ll slide down and 

pull it in. You 

follow after me.’ 

Sellers, pale 

and a good deal 

agitated, opened 

the door and con¬ 

fronted Tracy. The 
old man could not at once get his voice; then he pumped 

out a scattering and hardly coherent salutation and followed 

it with— 
‘Walk in, walk right in. Mr. —er-•’ 

* Tracy—Howard Tracy.’ 
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‘ Tracy—thanks—walk right in, you're expected.’ 

Tracy entered, considerably puzzled, and said— 

‘ Expected ? I think there must be some mistake.’ 

‘ Oh, I judge not,’ said Sellers, who, noticing that 

Hawkins had arrived, gave him a sidewise glance, intended 

to call his close attention to a dramatic effect he was pro¬ 

posing to produce by his next remark. Then he said, 

slowly and impressively : ‘ I am—you know who.’ 

To the astonishment of both conspirators, the remark 

produced no dramatic effect at all, for the new-comer 

responded with a quite innocent and unembarrassed air— 

£ No, pardon me. I don’t know who you are. I only 

suppose—but no doubt correctly—that you are the gentle¬ 

man whose title is on the door-plate.’ 

‘ Eight, quite right—sit down, pray sit down.’ The 

Earl was rattled, thrown off his bearings, his head was in 

a whirl. Then he noticed Hawkins standing apart and 

staring idiotically at what to him was the apparition of a 

defunct man, and a new idea was born to him. He said to 

Tracy, briskly—- 

‘ But a thousand pardons, dear sir ; I am forgetting 

courtesies due to guest and stranger. Let me introduce 

my friend, General Hawkins—General Hawkins, our new 

Senator—Senator from the latest and grandest addition to 

the radiant galaxy of sovereign States, Cherokee Strip ’— 

to himself, ‘ That name wall shrivel him up ! ’ but it 

didn’t in the least, and the Colonel resumed the intro¬ 

duction, piteously disheartened and amazed—‘ Senator 

Hawkins, Mr. Howard Tracy, of—er-’ 

‘ England.’ 

‘ England ! Why, that’s im-’ 

‘ England, yes, a native of England.’ 
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‘ Recently from there ? ’ 

‘ Yes, quite recently.’ 

Said the Colonel to himself: ‘ This phantom lies like 

an expert. Purifying this kind by fire don’t work. I’ll 

sound him a little further, give him another chance or two 

to work his gift.’ Then aloud with deep irony— 

‘ Visiting our great country for recreation and amuse¬ 

ment, no doubt. I suppose you find that travelling in the 

majestic expanses of our far West is-’ 

‘ I haven't been West, and haven’t 

been devoting myself to 

amusement 

with any sort 

of exclusive¬ 

ness, I assure 

you. In fact, 

merely to live 

—an artist 

has got to 

work, not 

play.’ 1 MY FRIEND, GENERAL HAWKINS.’ 

‘ Artist ! 
said Hawkins to himself, thinking of the rifled bank ; ‘ that 

is a name for it.’ 
* Are you an artist ? ’ asked the Colonel; and added to 

himself, ‘ now I am going to catch him. 

‘ In a humble way, yes.’ 

‘ What line ? ’ pursued the sly veteran. 

‘ Oils.’ 
‘I’ve got him,’ said Sellers to himself. Then aloud, 

< This is fortunate. Could I engage you to restore some of 

my paintings that need that attention ? 
N 
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‘ I shall he glad. Pray let me see them.’ 

No shuffling, no evasion, no embarrassment, even under 

this crucial test. The Colonel was nonplussed. He led 

Tracy to a chromo which had suf¬ 

fered damage in a former owner’s 

hands through use as a 

lamp-mat, and said, with 

a flourish of his hand 

toward the picture— 

* This Del Sarto—’ 

‘Is 

Sarto ? ’ 

The Colonel bent 

a look of reproach 

upon Tracy, allowed 

it to sink home, then 

resumed as if there 

had been no inter¬ 

ruption— 

‘ This Del Sarto is per¬ 

haps the only original of 

that sublime master in our 

country. You see yourself 

that the work is of such exceeding 

delicacy that the risk—could—er— 

would you mind giving me a little 

example of what you can do before 

we-’ 

‘ Cheerfully, cheerfully. I will 

copy one of these marvels.’ 

Water-colour materials—relics of Miss Sally’s college 

life—were brought- 

' THIS DEL SARTO- 

-Tracy said he was better in oils, but 
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would take a chance with these. So he was left alone. He 

began his work, but the attractions of the place were too 

strong for him, and he got up and went drifting about, 

fascinated, also amazed. 

CHAPTER XIX 

Meantime the Earl and Hawkins were holding a troubled 

and anxious private conversation. The Earl said— 

‘ The mystery that bothers me is, where did it get its 

other arm ? ’ 
‘ Yes, it worries me, too. And another thing troubles 

me—the apparition is English. How do you account for 

that, Colonel ? ’ 
‘ Honestly, I don’t know, Hawkins ; I don’t really know. 

It is very confusing and awful.’ 

‘ Don’t you think, maybe, we’ve waked up the wrong 

one ? ’ 
‘ The wrong one'? How do you account for the 

clothes “? ’ 
‘The clothes are right, there’s no getting around it. 

What are we to do ? We can’t collect, as I see. The 

reward is for a one-armed American. There is a two-armed 

Englishman.’ 
‘ Well, it may be that that is not objectionable. You 

see it isn’t less than is called for. It is more, and so-’ 

But he saw that this argument was weak and dropped 

it. The friends sat brooding over their perplexities some 

time in silence. Finally the Earl’s face began to glow 

with an inspiration, and he said impressively— 

‘ Hawkins, this materialisation is a grander and nobler 



with vague alarms by the old man's awe-compelling words 
and manner. 

‘This. WVvn materialised this burglar’s ancestor.’ 

‘ Oh, don’t! Don’t say that! It's hideous 1 ’ 

1 13ut it'H true, Hawkins; I know it. Look at the 

facts. This apparition is English ; note that. It uses good 

grammar; note that. It is an artist; note that. It has 
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science than wo have dreamed of. We have little ima¬ 

gined what a solemn and stupendous thing we have done. 

The whole secret is perfectly clear to me now, clear as day. 

D very man is made up of hereditarios, long descended atoms 

and particles of In’s ancestors. This present materialisation 

is incomplete. We have only brought it down to perhaps 
flie beginning of this century.’ 

’ W hat do you moan, Colonel?’ cried Hawkins, filled 

' WM'viO MATHHIAI.IHKIi TltlH OOMU.AH’S ANCICHTOH.’ 
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the manners and carriage of a gentleman; note that. 

Where’s your cowboy ? Answer me that.’ 
‘ Bossmore, this is dreadful! It is too dreadful to think 

of!’ 
< Never resurrected a rag of that burglar but the 

clothes—not a rag of him but the clothes.’ 
‘ Colonel, do you really mean-’ 
The Colonel brought his fist down with emphasis and 

said—■ 
‘I mean exactly this: The materialisation was im¬ 

mature ; the burglar has evaded us ; this is nothing but a 

damned ancestor! ’ 
He rose and walked the floor in great excitement. 

Hawkins said plaintively— 
1 It’s a bitter disappointment—hitter.’ 

* I know it. I know it, Senator. I feel it as deeply as 
anybody could. But we’ve got to submit—on moral grounds. 
I need money, hut God knows I am not poor enough or 
shabby enough to be an accessory to the punishing of a man’s 
ancestor for crime committed by that ancestor’s posterity. 

«But, Colonel,’ implored Hawkins, ‘ stop and think ; 
don’t be rash; you know it's the only chance we’ve got to 
get the money, and, besides, the Bible itself says posterity 
to the fourth generation shall be punished for the sins and 
crimes committed by ancestors four generations back that 
hadn’t anything to do with them ; and so it s only fair to 
turn the rule around and make it work both ways. 

The Colonel was struck with the strong logic of this 

position. He strode up and down, and thought it painfully 

over. Finally he said— 
‘ There’s reason in it; yes, there’s reason in it. And 

so, although it seems a piteous thing to sweat this poor 
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ancient devil for a burglary he hadn’t the least hand in, 

still, if duty commands, I suppose we must give him up to 

the authorities.’ 

‘ I would,’ said Hawkins, cheered and relieved. ‘ I’d give 

him up if he was a thousand ancestors compacted into one.’ 

‘ Lord bless me! that’s just what he is,’ said Sellers, 

with something like a groan; ‘ it’s exactly what he is: 

there’s a contribution in him from every ancestor he ever 

had. In him there’s atoms of priests, soldiers, crusaders, 

poets, and sweet and gracious women— all kinds and condi¬ 

tions of folk who trod this earth in old, old centuries, and 

vanished out of it ages ago, and now by act of ours they are 

summoned from their holy peace to answer for gutting a 

one-horse bank away out on the borders of Cherokee Strip, 

and it’s just a howling outrage ! ’ 

‘ Oh, don't talk like that, Colonel; it takes the heart 

all out of me, and makes me ashamed of the part I am 

proposing to-’ 

‘ Wait—I’ve got it! ’ 

‘ A saving hope ? Shout it; I am perishing.’ 

* It’s perfectly simple ; a child would have thought of it. 

He is all right, not a flaw in him as far as I have carried 

the work. If I’ve been able to bring him as far as the 

beginning of this century, wdiat’s to stop me now ? I’ll go 

on and materialise him down to date.’ 

‘ Land, I never thought of that ! ’ said Hawkins, all 

ablaze with joy again. ‘ It’s the very thing. What a brain 

you have got! And will he shed the superfluous arm ? ’ 

‘ He will.’ 

‘ And lose his English accent ? ’ 

‘ It will wholly disappear. He will speak Cherokee 

Strip and other forms of profanity.’ 
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< Colonel, maybe lie’ll confess.’ 

‘ Confess ? Merely that bank lobbeiy ? 

‘ Merely ? Yes ; but why “ merely ” '? ’ 

The Colonel said, in his impressive manner— 

< Hawkins, lie will be wholly under my command. I 

will make him confess every crime he ever committed. 

There must be a thousand. Do you get the idea ? 

‘ Well—not quite.’ 
< The rewards will come to us.’ 
‘ Prodigious conception ! I never saw such a lieac 01 

seeing with a lightning glance all the outlying ramifications 

and possibilities of a central idea. 
< It is nothing ; it comes natural to me. When Ins time 

is out in one jail he goes to the next and the next, and 

we shall have nothing to do but collect the rewards as he 

croes along. It is a steady income as long as we live, 

Hawkins. And much better than other kinds of invest¬ 

ments, because he is indestructible. 
< it looks—it really does look the way you say; it does, 

indeed.’ . 1 ,, , T 
‘Look?—why it is. It will not be denied that I 

have had a pretty wide and comprehensive financial 

experience, and I do not hesitate to say that I consider 

this one of the most valuable properties I have ever con¬ 

trolled.’ 
‘ Do you really think so ? ’ 

‘ I do, indeed.’ 
‘Oh, Colonel, the wasting grind and grief of poverty . 

If we could realise immediately. I don’t mean sell it a , 

but sell part—enough, you know, to ’ 
‘ See how you tremble with excitement. That comes of 

lack of experience. My boy, when you have been familiar 
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with vast operations as long as I have, you’ll be dif¬ 
ferent. Look at me ! is my eye dilated ? Do you notice 
a quiver anywhere ? Feel my pulse plunk—plunk—plunk 
—same as if I were asleep. And yet, what is passing 
through my calm, cold mind ? A procession of figures 

which would make a 
financial novice drunk 
—just the sight of them. 
Now, it is by keeping 
cool, and looking at a 
thing all around, that 
a man sees what’s really 
in it, and saves himself 
from the novice’s unfail¬ 
ing mistake — the one 
you’ve just suggested— 
eagerness to realise. 
Listen to me. Your idea 
is to sell a part of him 
for ready cash. Now 
mine is—guess.’ 

‘ I haven’t an idea. 
What is it ? ’ 

‘ Stock him — of 
course.’ 

CYAAA ' ‘ Well, I should never 
‘ip we could realise immediatelt.’ have thought of that.’ 

‘ Because you are not 
a financier. Say he has committed a thousand crimes. 
Ceitainly, that s a low estimate. By the look of him, even 
m his unfinished condition, he has committed all of a million. 
But call it only a thousand, to be perfectly safe; five thou- 
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sand reward, multiplied by a thousand, gives us a dead sure 

cash basis of—what ? $5,000,000 ! 

‘ Wait, let me get my breath.’ 
< And the property indestructible. Perpetually fruitful, 

perpetually : for a property with his disposition will go on 

committing crimes and winning rewards. 

‘ You daze me, you make my head whirl! ' 

< Let it whirl, it won’t do any harm. Now that matter 

is all fixed, leave it alone. I’ll get up the company and 

issue the stock all in good time. Just leave it in my hands. 

You don’t doubt my ability to work it up for all it is 

worth.’ 
‘ Indeed, I don’t. I can say that with tiuth. 

‘ All right, then. That’s disposed of. Everything in 

its turn. We old operators go by order and system no 

helter-skelter business with us. What’s the next thing on 

the docket ? The carrying on of the materialisation—the 

bringing it down to date. I will begin on that at once. I 

think-’ 
‘ Look here, Rossmore. You didn’t lock it in. A 

hundred to one it has escaped.’ 
< Calm yourself as to that: don’t give yourself any 

uneasiness.’ 
‘ But why shouldn’t it escape? ’ 

« Let it if it wants to ! What of it ? ’ 
‘ Well, I should consider it a pretty serious calamity.’ 

< Why, my dear boy, once in my power always in my 

power. It may go and come freely. I can produce it heie 

whenever I want it, just by the exercise of my will.’ 

< Well, I am truly glad to hear that, I do assure you.’ 

< Yes, I shall give it all the painting it wants to do, and 

we and the family will make it as comfortable and con- 
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tented as we can. No occasion to restrain its movements. 

I hope to persuade it to remain pretty quiet, though, 

because a materialisation which is in a state of arrested 

development must of necessity be soft and flabby and sub¬ 

stanceless, and—er—by the way, I wonder where it comes 

from ? ’ 

‘ How ? What do you mean ? ’ 

The Earl pointed significantly and interrogatively to¬ 

ward the sky. Hawkins started, then settled into deep 

reflection, finally shook his head sorrowfully, and pointed 

downward. 

‘ What makes you think so, Washington ? ’ 

‘ Well, I hardly know ; but really you can see yourself 

that he doesn’t seem to be pining for his last place.’ 

‘ It’s well thought. Soundly deduced. We’ve done 

that Thing a favour. But I believe I will pump it a little 

in a quiet way and find out if we are right.’ 

‘ How long is it going to take to finish him off and fetch 

him down to date, Colonel ? 

‘ I wish I knew, but I don’t. I am clear knocked out 

by this new detail—this unforeseen necessity of working a 

subject down gradually from his condition of ancestor to 

his ultimate result as posterity. But I’ll make him hump 

himself, any way.’ 

‘ Bossmore ! ’ 

‘ Yes, dear. We’re in the laboratory. Come, Hawkins 

is here. Mind, now, Hawkins, he’s a sound, living human 

being to all the family, don’t forget that. Here she 

comes.’ 

‘ Keep your seats, I’m not coming in. I just wanted to 

ask, who is it painting dovm there ? ’ 

‘ That ? Oh, that’s a young artist; young Englishman 
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named Tracy; very promising—favourite pupil of Hans 

Christian Andersen or one of the other old masters— 

Andersen I’m pretty sure it is ; he’s going to half sole 

some of our old Italian masterpieces. Been talking to 

him ? ’ . 
< yVell, only a word. I stumbled right in on lnm with¬ 

out expecting anybody was there. I tried to he polite to 

him; offered him a snack [Sellers delivered a large wink to 

Hawkins from behind his hand], but he declined and said 

he wasn’t hungry [another sarcastic wink], so I brought 

some apples [double wink], and he ate a couple of 

< What! ’ and the Colonel sprang some yards toward 

the ceiling, and came down quaking with astonishment. 

Lady Rossmore was smitten dumb with amazement. 

She gazed at the sheepish relic of Cherokee Strip, then at 

her husband, and then at the guest again. Finally she 

said— 
4 What is the matter with you, Mulberry ? ’ 

He did not answer immediately. His back was turned; 

he was bending over his chair, feeling the seat of it. But 

he answered next moment and said ■ 
‘ Ah, there it is ; it was a tack.’ 
The lady contemplated him doubtfully a moment, then 

said, pretty snappishly— 
< AH that for a tack ! Praise goodness it wasn't a 

shingle nail; it would have landed you in the Milky Wa}. 

I do hate to have my nerves shook up so.’ And she turned 

on her heel and went her way. 
As soon as she was safely out, the Colonel said, in a 

suppressed voice— 
< Come, we must see for ourselves. It must be a mis¬ 

take.’ 
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They hurried softly down and peeped in. Sellers whis¬ 
pered, in a sort of despair— 

‘ ^ is eating. What a grisly spectacle ! Hawkins, it’s 

horrible ! Take me away—I can’t stand it.’ 

T hey tottered hack to the laboratory. 

CHAPTER XX 

Tracy made slow pi ogress with his work, for his mind 

wandered a good deal. Many things were puzzling him. 

Finally a light burst upon him all of a sudden—seemed 

to at any rate—and he said to himself, ‘ I’ve got the 

clue at last: this man’s mind is off its balance: I don’t 

know how much, but it s off a point or two, sure; off enough 

to explain this mess of perplexities, any way. These dreadful 

chromos, which he takes for old masters; these villainous 

P°i traits, which to his frantic mind represent Rossmores j 

the hatchments, the pompous name of this ramshackle old 

crib, Rossmore Towers, and that odd assertion of his that 

I was expected. How could I be expected ? that is, Lord 

Lerkeley. He knows by the papers that that person was 
burned up in the New Gadsby. 

\\ b}', hang it, he really doesn t know whom he was 

expecting; for his talk showed that he was not expecting an 

Englishman, nor yet an artist, yet I answer his require¬ 

ments notwithstanding. He seems sufficiently satisfied 

w ith me. Tet, he is a little off; in fact, I am afraid he is 

a good deal off, poor old gentleman. But he’s interesting 

—all people in about his condition are, I suppose. I hope 

he 11 like my w’ork ; I should like to come every day and 

study him. And when I write my father—ah, that hurts ! 
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I mustn’t get on that subject; it isn’t good for my 

spirits. 
‘ Somebody coming—I must go to work. It’s the old 

gentleman again. He looks bothered. Maybe my clothes 

are suspicious; and they are—for an artist. If my con¬ 

science would allow me to make a change—but that is out 

of the question. I wonder what he s making those passes 

in the air for with his hands. I seem to be the object of 

them. Can he be trying to mesmerise me ? I don’t quite 

like it. There’s something uncanny about it. 

The Colonel muttered to himself, ‘ It has an effect on 

him; I can see it myself. That’s enough for one time, I 

reckon. He’s not very solid yet, I suppose, and I might 

disintegrate him. I'll just put a sly question or two at 

him now, and see if I can find out what his condition is, 

and where lie’s from.’ 
He approached and said affably— 

‘Don’t let me disturb you, Mr. Tracy. I only want to 

take a little glimpse of your work. Ah, that’s fine—that s 

very fine, indeed. You are doing it elegantly. My daughter 

will be charmed with this. May I sit down by you ? ’ 

‘ Oh, do ; I shall be glad.’ 
‘It won’t disturb you? I mean, won’t dissipate your 

inspirations ? ’ 
Tracy laughed and said they were not ethereal enough 

to he very easily discommoded. 
The Colonel asked a number of cautious and well-con¬ 

sidered questions—questions which seemed pretty odd and 

flighty to Tracy—but the answers conveyed the information 

desired, apparently, for the Colonel said to himselt, with 

mixed pride and gratification— 
‘ It’s a good job as far as I’ve got with it. He’s solid, 
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solid, and going to last; solid as the real thing. It’s 

wonderful—wonderful. I believe I could petrify him.’ 

After a little while he asked warily— 

‘ Do you prefer being here or—or there ? ’ 

‘ There ? Where ? ’ 

‘ Why—er—where you’ve been ? ’ 

Tracy’s thought flew to his boarding-house, and he 
answered with decision— 

‘ Oh, here, much ! 

The Colonel was startled, and said to himself, ‘ There’s 

no uncertain ring about that. It indicates where he’s been 

to, poor fellow ! Well, I am satisfied. I’m glad I got him 

out.’ 

He sat thinking and thinking, and watching the brush 

go. At length he said to himself, ‘ Yes, it certainly seems 

to account for the failure of my endeavours in poor Berkeley’s 

case. He went in the other direction. Well, it’s all right. 

He's better off.’ 

Sally Sellers entered from the street now looking her 

divinest, and the artist was introduced to her. It was a 

violent case of mutual love at first sight, though neither 

party was aware of the tact, perhaps. The Englishman 

made this irrelevant remark to himself. ‘ Perhaps he is not 

insane, after all.’ Sally sat down and showed an interest 

in Tracy’s work, which greatly pleased him, and a bene¬ 

volent forgiveness of it which convinced him that the girl’s 

nature was cast in a large mould. Sellers was anxious to 

report his discoveries to Hawkins, so he took his leave, 

saying that if the two ‘young devotees of the coloured muse ’ 

thought they could manage without him he would go and 

look after his affairs. The artist said to himself, ‘ I think 

he is a little eccentric, perhaps, but that is all.’ He 
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reproached himself for having injuriously judged a man 

without giving him any fair chance to show what he really 

was. 
Of course the stranger was very soon at Ins ease and 

chatting along comfortably. The average American gill 

possesses the valuable qualities of naturalness, honesty, and 

inoffensive straightforwardness; she is nearly barren of 

troublesome conventions and artificialities ; consequently 

her presence and her ways are unembarrassing, and one is 

acquainted with her and on pleasant terms with her before 

he knows how it came about. 
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This new acquaintanceship—friendship, indeed—pro¬ 

gressed swiftly; and the unusual swiftness of it and the 

thoroughness of it are sufficiently evidenced and esta¬ 

blished by one noteworthy fact—that within the first half- 

hour both parties had ceased to be conscious of Tracy’s 
clothes. 

Later this consciousness was reawakened; it was then 

apparent to Gwendolen that she was almost reconciled to 

them, and it was apparent to Tracy that he wasn’t. 

The reawakening was brought about by Gwendolen’s 

inviting the artist to stay to dinner. He had to decline, 

because he wanted to five, now—that is, now that there 

was something to live for—and he could not survive in those 

clothes at a gentleman’s table. He thought he knew that. 

But he went away happy, for he saw that Gwendolen was 
disappointed. 

And whither did he go ? He went straight to a slop shop 

and bought as neat and reasonably well-fitting a suit of 

clothes as an Englishman could be persuaded to wear. He 

said to himself, but at his conscience—‘ I know it’s wrong ; 

but it would be wrong not to do it; and two wrongs do not 
make a right.’ 

This satisfied him, and made his heart light. Perhaps 

it vill also satisfy the reader, if he can make out what it 
means. 

the oldqieople were troubled about Gwendolen at dinner, 

because she was so distraught and silent. If they had 

noticed they would have found that she was sufficiently 

alert and interested whenever the talk stumbled upon the 

artist and his work; but they didn’t notice, and so the chat 

would svap around to some other subject, and then some¬ 

body would presently be privately worrying about Gwendolen 
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again, and wondering if she were not well, or it something 

had gone wrong in the millinery line. 

Her mother offered her various reputable patent medi¬ 

cines and tonics with iron and other hardware in them, and 

her father even proposed to send out for wine, relentless 

prohibitionist and head of the order in the district as 

he was, but these 

kindnesses were all 

declined — thank¬ 

fully, but with de¬ 

cision. 

At bedtime, 

when the family 

were breaking up 

for the night, she 

privately looted one 

of the brushes, say¬ 

ing to herself, ‘ It’s 

the one he has used 

the most.’ 

The next morn¬ 

ing Tracy went 

forth wearing his 

new suit and equip- she looted one of the ihujsiies. 

ped with a pink in 
his buttonhole—a daily attention from Puss. His whole 

soul was full of Gwendolen Sellers, and this condition was 

an inspiration artwise. All the morning his brush pawed 

nimbly away at the canvasses, almost without his awarity— 

awarity, in this sense, being the sense of being aware, 

though disputed by some authorities—turning out marvel 

upon marvel, in the way of decorative accessories to the 
o 
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portraits, with a felicity and celerity which amazed the 

veterans of the firm and fetched out of them continuous 

explosions of applause. 

Meantime Gwendolen was losing her morning and 

many dollars. She supposed Tracy was coming in the 

forenoon—a conclusion which she had jumped to without 

outside help. So she tripped downstairs every little while 

from her work parlour to arrange the brushes and things 

over again and see if he had arrived. And when she was 

in her work parlour it was not profitable, but just the other 

way—as she found out to her sorrow. She had put in her 

idle moments during the last little while back in designing 

a particularly rare and capable gown for herself, and this 

morning she set about making it up; but she was absent- 

minded, and made an irremediable botch of it. 

When she saw what she had done she knew the reason 

of it, and the meaning of it, and she put her work away 

from her, and said she would accept the sign. And from 

that time forth she came no more away from the audience 

chamber, but remained there and waited. 

After luncheon she waited again. A whole hour. Then 

a great joy welled up in her heart, for she saw him coming. 

So she flew back upstairs thankful, and could hardly wait 

for him to miss the principal brush, which she had mislaid 

down there, but knew where she had mislaid it. 

However, all in good time the others were called in, and 

couldn’t find the brush, and then she was sent for, and she 

couldn’t find it herself for some little time, but then she 

found it when the others had gone away to hunt in the 

kitchen and down cellar and in the woodshed, and all those 

other places where people look for things whose ways they 

are not familiar with. 
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So she gave him the brush, and remarked that she ought 

to have seen that everything was ready for him, but it 

hadn’t seemed necessary, because it was so early that she 

wasn’t expecting—but she stopped there, surprised at her¬ 

self for what she was saying; and he felt caught and 

ashamed, and said to himself, 'I knew my impatience 

would drag me here before I was expected and betray me, 

and that is just what it has done ; she sees straight through 

me, and is laughing at me, inside of course.’ 

Gwendolen was very much pleased, on one account, and 

a little the other way in another; pleased with the new 

clothes and the improvement which they had achieved ; less 

pleased by the pink in the buttonhole. Yesterday’s pink 

had hardly interested her ; this one was just like it, but 

somehow it had got her immediate attention and kept it. 

She wished she could think of some way of getting at its 

history in a properly colourless and indifferent way. Pre¬ 

sently she made a venture. She said— 

‘ Whatever a man’s age may be, he can reduce it several 

years by putting a bright-coloured flower in his button¬ 

hole. I have often noticed that. Is that your sex’s reason 

for wearing a boutonniere ? ’ 

‘ I fancy not; but certainly that reason would be a 

sufficient one. I’ve never heard of the idea before.’ 

‘ You seem to prefer pinks. Is it on account of the 

colour or the form ? ’ 
‘ Oh, no,’ he said simply, ‘ they are given to me. I 

don't think I have any preference.’ 

‘ They are given to him,’ she said to herself, and she felt 

a coldness towards that pink. * I wonder who it is, and 

what she is like.’ The flower began to take up a good deal 

of room. It obtruded itself everywhere ; it intercepted all 
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views and marred them ; it was becoming exceedingly an¬ 

noying and conspicuous for a little thing. ‘ I wonder if he 

cares for her.’ That thought gave her a quite definite pain. 

CHAPTER XXI 

She had made everything comfortable for the artist; there 

was no further pretext for staying. So she said she would 

go now, and asked him to summon the servants in case he 

should need anything. She went away unhappy, and she 

left unhappiness behind her, for she carried away all the 

sunshine. 

The time dragged heavily for both now. He couldn’t 

paint for thinking of her ; she couldn’t design or millinerise 

with any heart for thinking of him. Never before had 

painting seemed so empty to him; never had millinerising 

seemed so void of interest to her. She had gone without 

repeating that dinner invitation, an almost unendurable 

disappointment to him. 

On her part—well, she was suffering, too, for she had 

found she couldn’t invite him. It was not hard yesterday, 

but it was impossible to-day. A thousand innocent privi¬ 

leges seemed to have been filched from her unawares in 

the past twenty-four hours. To-day she felt strangely 

hampered, restrained of her liberty. To-day she couldn’t 

propose to herself to do anything or say anything concern¬ 

ing this young man without being instantly paralysed into 

non-action by the fear that he might * suspect.’ Invite him 

to dinner to-day ? It made her shiver to think of it. And 

so her afternoon was one long fret, broken at intervals. 

Three times she had to go downstairs on errands—that 
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is, she thought she had to go downstairs on errands. Thus, 

going and coining, she had six glimpses of him, in the 

aggregate, without seeming to look in his direction ; and she 

tried to endure these electric ecstasies without showing any 

sign, but they fluttered her up a good deal, and she felt 

that the naturalness she was putting on was overdone and 

quite too frantically sober and hysterically calm to deceive. 

The painter had his share of the rapture. He had his six 

glimpses, and they smote him with waves of pleasure that 

assaulted him, beat upon him, washed over him deliciously, 

and drowned out all consciousness of what he was doing 

with his brush. So there were six places in his canvas 

which had to be done over again. 
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At last Gwendolen got some peace of mind by sending 

word to the Thompsons, in the neighbourhood, that she 

was coming there to dinner. She wouldn’t be reminded 

at that table that there was an absentee who ought to be 

a presentee—a word which she meant to look out in the 

dictionary at a calmer time. 

About this time the old Earl dropped in for a chat with 

the artist, and invited him to stay to dinner. Tracy 

cramped down his joy and gratitude by a sudden and 

powerful exercise of all his forces, and he felt that now that 

he was going to be close to Gwendolen and hear her voice 

and watch her face during several precious hours, earth 

had nothing valuable to add to his life for the present. 

The Earl said to himself: ‘ This spectre can eat apples, 

apparently. We shall find out now if that is a speciality. 

I think myself it’s a speciality. Apples, without doubt, 

constitute the spectral limit. It was the case with our first 

parents. No, I’m wrong—at least only partly right. The 

line was drawn at apples, just as in the present case, but it 

was from the other direction.’ The new clothes gave him 

a thrill of pleasure and pride. He said to himself: ‘ I’ve 

got part of him to date, any way.’ 

Sellers said he was pleased with Tracy’s work, and he 

went on and engaged him to restore his old masters, and 

said he should also want him to paint his portrait and his 

wife’s, and possibly his daughter’s. The time of the artist’s 

happiness was at flood now. The chat flowed pleasantly 

along while Tracy painted, and Sellers carefully unpacked 

a picture which he had brought with him. It was a chromo, 

a new one, just out. It was the smirking, self-satisfied 

portrait of a man who was inundating the Union with 

advertisements inviting everybody to buy his speciality, 
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which was a #3 shoe or clress suit or lap something of that 

kind. The old gentleman rested the chromo flat upon Ins 

lap, and gazed down tenderly upon it, and became silent 

and meditative. Presently Tracy noticed that he was 

dripping tears on it. This touched the young fellow’s 

sympathetic nature, and at the same time gave him the 

painful sense of being an intruder upon a sacred privacy, 

an observer of emotions which a stranger ought not to 

witness. But his pity rose superior to other considerations, 

and compelled him to try to comfort the old mourner with 

kindly words and a show of friendly interest. He said. 

‘ I am very sorry—is it a friend whom-’ 
‘ Ah, more than that, far more than that—a relative, 

the dearest I had on earth, although I was never permitted 

to see him. Yes, it is young Lord Berkeley, who perished 

so heroically in the awful confla- Why, what is the 

matter ? ’ 
< oh, nothing, nothing. It was a little startling to be so 

suddenly brought face to face, so to speak, with a person 

one has heard so much talk about. Is it a good likeness ? 

< Without doubt, yes. I never saw him, but you can 

easily see the resemblance to his lather, said Sellers, hold¬ 

ing up the chromo, and glancing from it to the chromo 

misrepresenting the usurping Earl and back again with an 

approving eye. 
< Well, no, I am not sure that I make out the likeness. 

It is plain that the usurping Earl there has a great deal of 

character and a long face like a horse’s, whereas his heir here 

is smirky, moon-faced, and characterless. ^ 
< We are all that way in the beginning—all the line,’ 

said Sellers, undisturbed. ‘ We all start as moon-faced tools, 

then later we tadpole along into horse-faced marvels of 
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intellect and character. It is by that sign and that fact that 

I detect the resemblance here, and know this portrait to be 

genuine and perfect. Yes, all our family are fools at first.’ 

‘ This young man seems to meet the hereditary require¬ 
ments, certainly.’ 

‘ Yes, yes, he was a fool, without any doubt. Examine 

the face, the shape of the head, the expression. It’s all fool, 

fool, fool, straight through.’ 

‘ Thanks,’ said Tracy involuntarily. 

‘Thanks ?’ 

£ I mean for explaining it to me. Go on, please.’ 

‘ As I was saying, fool is printed all over the face. A 

body can even read the details.’ 

‘ What do they say ? ’ 

‘ Well, added up, he is a wobbler.’ 

‘ A which ? ’ 

‘ Wobbler. A person that’s always taking a firm stand 

about something or other—kind of a Gibraltar stand, he 

thinks, for unshakable fidelity and everlastingness—and 

then, inside of a little while, he begins to wobble; no more 

Gibraltar there ; no, sir, a mighty ordinary commonplace 

weakling wobbling around on stilts. That’s Lord Berkeley 

to a dot, you can see it—look at that sheep. But—wThy, you 

are blushing like sunset. Dear sir, have I unwittingly 

offended you in some way ? ’ 

‘ Oh, no, indeed; no, indeed. Far from it. But it 

always makes me blush to hear a man revile his own blood,’ 

he said to himself. ‘ How strangely his vagrant and un¬ 

guided fancies have hit upon the truth. By accident he 

has described me. I am that contemptible thing. When 

I left England I thought I knew myself; I thought I was a 

very Frederick the Great for resolution and staying capa- 
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city ; whereas, in truth, I am .just a wobbler, simply a wob¬ 

bler. Well, after all, it is at least creditable to have high 

ideals and give birth to lofty resolutions ; I will allow my¬ 

self that comfort.’ Then he said, aloud, ‘ Could this sheep, 

as you call him, breed a great and self-sacrificing idea m 

his head, do you think ? Could he meditate such a thing, 

for instance, as the renunciation of the earldom and its 

wealth and its glories, and voluntary retirement to the 

ranks of the commonalty, there to rise by his own merit 

or remain for ever poor and obscure ? 
< Could he ? Why, look at him—look at this simpering, 

self-righteous mug. There is your answer. It’s the very 

thing he would think of. And he would start in to do it, 

too.’ 
‘ And then ? ’ 

‘ He’d wobble.’ 

‘ And back down ? ’ 

‘ Every time.’ 
‘ Is that to happen with all my—I mean, would that 

happen to all his high resolutions ? ’ 
< oh, certainly, certainly. It’s the Rossmore of it.’ 

< Then this creature was fortunate to die.’ 

< Suppose, for argument’s sake, that I was a Rossmore, 

and-’ 
‘ It can’t be done.’ 

‘ Why ? ’ 
< Because it’s not a supposable case. To be a Rossmore 

at your age you’d have to be a fool, and you’re not a fool. 

And you’d have to be a wobbler, whereas anybody that is 

an expert in reading character can see at a glance that when 

you set your foot down once, it’s there to stay; an earth¬ 

quake can’t wobble it.’ He added to himself, ‘ That’s enough 
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to say to him, but it isn’t half strong enough for the facts. 

The more I observe him now, the more remarkable I find 

him. It is the strongest face I have ever examined. There 

is almost superhuman firmness here, immovable purpose, 

iron steadfastness of will. A most extraordinary young 

man.’ 

He presently said aloud— 

‘ Some time I want to ask your advice about a little 

matter, Mr. Tracy. You see, I’ve got that young lord’s 

remains—my goodness, how you jump ! ’ 

‘ Oh, it’s nothing; pray, go on. You’ve got his remains ? ’ 

‘ Yes.’ 

‘ Are you sure they are his, and not somebody else’s ? ’ 

‘ Oh, perfectly sure. Samples, I mean. Not all of 

him.’ 

‘ Samples ? ’ 

‘ Yes, in baskets. Some time you will be going home, 

and if you wouldn’t mind taking them along-’ 

‘ Who—I ? ’ 

‘ Yes, certainly. I don’t mean now, but after a while; 

after—but look here, would you like to see them ? ’ 

‘ No, most certainly not. I don’t want to see them.’ 

‘ Oh, very well, I only thought—heyo, where are you 

going, dear ? ’ 

‘ Out to dinner, papa.’ 

Tracy was aghast. The Colonel said, in a disappointed 

voice- 

‘Well, I’m sorry. Sho, I didn’t know she was going 

out, Mr. Tracy.’ Gwendolen’s face began to take on a sort 

of apprehensive what-have-I-done expression. ‘ Three old 

people to one young one; well, it isn’t a good team, that’s 

a fact.’ Gwendolen’s face betrayed a dawning hopefulness, 
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and she said, with a tone 

mark on it— 
‘ If you prefer I will 

of reluctance that hadn’t the hall- 

send word to the Thompsons that 

‘ Oh, is it the Thompsons ? That simplifies it; sets 

everything right. Wo can fix it without spoiling your 

arrangements, my child. You’ve got your heart set on — 

< But, papa, I’d just as soon go there some other--’ 

< No, I won’t have it. You are a good, hard-working, 

darling child, and your father is not the man to disappoint 

you when you-’ 

‘ But, papa, I-’ 
< Qo along, I won’t hear a word. We’ll get along, dear.’ 

Gwendolen was ready to cry with vexation. But there 

was nothing to do but start, which sho was about to do 

when her father hit upon an idea which filled him with 

delight because it so deftly covered all the difficulties ol the 

situation and made things smooth and satisfactory. 

‘ I’ve got it, my love, so that you won’t be robbed of 

your holiday and at the same time we'll bo pretty satis¬ 

factorily fixed for a good time here. You send Belle 

Thompson here—perfectly beautiful creature, Tracy, per¬ 

fectly beautiful. I want you to see that girl; why, you’ll 

just go mad; you’ll go mad inside of a minute ; yes, you 

send her right along, Gwendolen, and tell her—why, she’s 

gone.’ He turned—she was already passing out the gate. 

He muttered, ‘ I wonder what’s the matter ; I don t know 

what her mouth’s doing, but I think her shoulders are 

swearing.’ 
‘ Well,’ said Sellers blithely to Tracy, ‘ I shall miss her 

—parents always miss the children as soon as they’re out 

of sight, it’s only a natural and wisely ordained partiality 
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—but you’ll be all right, because Miss Belle will supply the 

youthful element for you and to your entire content; and 

we old people will do our best, too. We shall have a good 

enough time. And you’ll have a chance to get better 

acquainted with Admiral Hawkins. That’s a rare character, 

Mr. Tracy—one of the rarest and most engaging characters 

the world has produced. You’ll find him worth studying. 

I’ve studied him ever since he was a child, and have always 

found .him developing. I really consider that one of the 

main things that has enabled me to master the difficult 

science of character-reading was the vivid interest I always 

felt in that boy and the baffling inscrutabilities of his ways 

and inspirations.’ 

Tracy was not hearing a word. His spirits were gone ; 

he was desolate. 

‘Yes, a most wonderful character. Concealment— 

that’s the basis of it. Always the first thing you want to 

do is to find the keystone a man’s character is built on- 

then you’ve got it. No misleading and apparently incon¬ 

sistent peculiarities can fool you then. What do you read 

on the Senator’s surface ? Simplicity ; a kind of rank and 

protuberant simplicity; whereas, in fact, that’s one of the 

deepest minds in the world. A perfectly honest man—an 

absolutely honest and honourable man—and yet without 

doubt the profoundest master of dissimulation the world 

has ever seen.’ 

‘ Oh, it’s devilish.’ This was wrung from the unlisten¬ 

ing Tracy by the anguished thought what might have been 

if only the dinner arrangements hadn’t got mixed. 

‘ No, I shouldn’t call it that,’ said Sellers, who now was 

placidly walking up and down the room with his hands 

under his coat-tails and listening to himself talk. ‘ One 
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coulcl quite properly call it devilish in another man, but not 

in the Senator. Your term is right—perfectly right—I 

grant that—but the application is wrong. It makes a great 

difference. Yes, he is a marvellous character. I do not 

suppose that any other statesman ever had such a colossal 

sense of humour, combined with the ability to totally con¬ 

ceal it. I may except George Washington and Cromwell, 

and perhaps Robespierre, but I draw the line there. A per¬ 

son not an expert might be in Judge Hawkins’s company a 

lifetime and never find out he had any more sense of 

humour than a cemetery. 
A deep-drawn, yard-long sigh from the distraught and 

dreaming artist, followed by a murmured ‘ Miserable, oh, 

miserable.’ 
< Well, no, I shouldn’t say that about it, quite. On the 

contrary, I admire his ability to conceal his humour, even 

more, if possible, than I admire the gift itself, stupendous as 

it is. Another thing—Gen. Hawkins is a thinker ; a keen, 

logical, exhaustive, analytical thinker—perhaps the ablest 

of°modern times. That is, of course, upon themes suited to 

his size, like the glacial period and the correlation of forces, 

and the evolution of the Christian from the caterpillar—any 

of those things ; give him a subject according to his size 

and just stand back and watch him think. Why, you can 

see the place rock. Ah, yes, you must know him; you 

must get on the inside of him. Perhaps the most extra¬ 

ordinary mind since Aristotle.’ 
Dinner was kept waiting for a while for Miss Thompson) 

but as Gwendolen had not delivered the invitation to her, 

the waiting did no good, and the household presently went 

to the meal without her. Poor old Sellers tried everything 

his hospitable soul could devise to make the occasion an 



THE AMERICAN CLAIMANT 20G 

enjoyable one for the guest, and the guest tried his honest 

best to be cheery and chatty and happy for the old gentle¬ 

man’s sake; in fact, all hands worked hard in the interest 

of a mutual good time, but the thing was a failure from the 

start. Tracy’s heart was lead in his bosom ; there seemed 

to be only one prominent feature in the landscape, and 

that was a vacant chair; he couldn’t drag his mind away 

from Gwendolen and his hard luck ; consequently his dis¬ 

tractions allowed deadly pauses to slip in every now and 

then when it was his turn to say something, and, of course, 

this disease spread to the rest of the conversation, where¬ 

fore, instead of having a breezy sail in sunny waters, as 

anticipated, everybody was bailing out and praying for 

land. What could the matter be ? Tracy alone could have 

told; the others couldn’t even invent a theory. 

Meanwhile they were having a similarly dismal time at 

the Thompson house—in fact, a twin experience. Gwen¬ 

dolen was ashamed of herself for allowing her disappoint¬ 

ment so to depress her spirits and make her so strangely 

and profoundly miserable ; but feeling ashamed of herself 

didn’t improve the matter any ; it only seemed to aggravate 

the suffering. She explained that she was not feeling very 

well, and everybody could see that this was true; so she 

got sincere sympathy and commiseration ; but that didn’t 

help the case. Nothing helps that kind of a case. It is 

best to just stand off and let it fester. The moment the 

dinner was over the girl excused hei'self, and she hurried 

home, feeling unspeakably grateful to get away from that 

house and that intolerable suffering. 

Will he be gone ? The thought arose in her brain, but 

took effect in her heels. She slipped into the house, threw 

off her things, and made straight for the dining-room. She 
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stopped and listened. Her father’s voice —with no life in 

it; presently her mother’s—no life in that; a considerable 

vacancy, then a sterile remark from Washington Hawkins. 

Another silence ; then not Tracy’s, but her father’s voice 

again. 
< He’s gone,’ she said to herself despairingly, and list¬ 

lessly opened the door and stepped within. 

‘ Why, my child,’ cried the mother, ‘ how white you are ! 

Are you—has anything-' 
‘White-?’ exclaimed Sellers. ‘It’s gone like a flash; 

’twasn’t serious. Already she’s as red as the soul of a 

watermelon. Sit down, dear, sit down—goodness knows 

you’re welcome. Hid you have a good time? We’ve had 

great times here—immense. Why didn’t Miss Belle come ? 

Mr. Tracy is not feeling well, and slic’d have made him 

forget it.’ 
She was content now, and out from her happy eyes 

there went a light that told a secret to another pair of eyes 

there, and got a secret in return. In just that infinitely 

small fraction of a second those two great confessions were 

made, received, and perfectly understood. All anxiety, 

apprehension, uncertainty vanished out of these young 

people’s hearts, and left them filled with a great peace. 

Sellers had the most confident faith that with the new 

reinforcement victory would be at this last moment 

snatched from the jaws of defeat, but it was an error. The 

talk was as stubbornly disjointed as ever. He was proud 

of Gwendolen, and liked to show her off, even against Miss 

Belle Thompson, and here had been a great opportunity, 

and what had she made of it ? He felt a good deal put 

out. It vexed him to think that this Englishman, with 

the travelling Briton’s everlasting disposition to generalise 
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whole mountain ranges from single sample grains of sand, 

would jump to the conclusion that American girls were as 

dumb as himself—generalising the whole tribe from this 

single sample, and she at her poorest, there being nothing 

at that table to inspire her, give her a start, keep her from 

going to sleep. He made up his mind that, for the honour 

of the country, he would bring these two together again 

over the social board before long. 

There would be a different result another time, he 

judged. He said to himself, with a deep sense of injury : 

‘ He’ll put in his diary—they all keep diaries—he’ll put in 

his diary that she was miraculously uninteresting—dear, 

dear; but wasn’t she—I never saw the like—and yet 

looking as beautiful as Satan, too—and couldn’t seem to 

do anything but paw breadcrumbs and pick flowers to 

pieces and look fidgety. And it isn’t any better here in 

the Hall of Audience. I’ve had enough; I’ll haul down 

my flag; the others may fight it out if they want to.’ 

He shook hands all around and went off to do some 

work which he said was pressing. The idolaters were the 

width of the room apart, and apparently unconscious of 

each other’s presence. The distance got shortened a little 

now. Very soon the mother withdrew. The distance 

narrowed again. Tracy stood before a chromo of some 

Ohio politician which had been retouched and chain-mailed 

for a crusading Rossmore, and Gwendolen was sitting on 

the sofa not far from his elbow, artificially absorbed in 

examining a photograph album that hadn’t any photographs 

in it. 

The ‘ Senator ’ still lingered. He was sorry for the 

young people; it had been a dull evening for them. In 

the goodness of his heart he tried to make it pleasant for 
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them now ; tried to remove the ill impression necessarily 
left by the general defeat; tried to be chatty, even tried to 
be gay. But the responses were sickly; there was no 
starting any enthusiasm; he would give it up and quit it 
was a day specially picked out and consecrated to failures. 

But when Gwendolen rose up promptly and smiled a 
glad smile, and said with thankfulness and blessing, ‘ Must 
you go? ’ it seemed cruel to desert, and he sat down again. 

He was about to begin a remark when—when he didn’t. 
We have all been there. He didn’t know how he knew his 

p 
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concluding to stay longer had been a mistake; he merely 

knew it, and he knew it for dead certain, too. And so he 

bade good-night, and went mooning out, wondering what 

he could have done that changed the atmosphere that way. 

As the door closed behind him those two were standing 

side by side, looking at the door—looking at it in a waiting, 

second-counting, hut deeply grateful kind of way. And the 

instant it closed they flung their arms about each other’s 

necks, and there, heart to heart and lip to lip- 

‘ Oh, my God ! she’s kissing it! ’ 

Nobody heard this remark, because Hawkins, who bred 

it, only thought it; he didn’t utter it. He had turned the 

moment he had closed the door, and had pushed it open a 

little, intending to re-enter and ask what ill-advised thing 

he had done or said, and apologise for it. But he didn’t 

re-enter ; he staggered off stunned, terrified, distressed. 

CHAPTEB XXII 

Five minutes later he was sitting in his room with his head 

bowed within the circle of his arms on the table—final 

attitude of grief and despair. His tears were flowing fast, 

and now and then a sob broke upon the stillness. Presently 

he said— 
‘ I knew her when she was a little child and used to 

climb about my knees. I love her as I love my own, and 

now, oh, poor thing, poor thing, I cannot bear it—she’s 

gone and lost her heart to this mangy materialiser. 'Why 

didn’t we see that that might happen ? But how could we ? 

Nobody could. Nobody could ever have dreamed of such a 

thing. You couldn’t expect a person would fall in love 
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with a waxwork, and this one doesn’t even amount to 

that.’ 
He went on grieving to himself, and now and then 

giving voice to his lamentations. 
‘ It’s done, oh, it’s done, and there’s no help for it, no 

undoing the miserable business. If I had the nerve I 

would kill it. But that wouldn’t do any good. She loves 

it; she thinks it’s genuine and authentic. If she lost it 

she would grieve for it just as she would for a real person. 

And who’s to break it to the family ! Not I—I’ll die first. 

Sellers is the best human being I ever knew, and Iwouldn t 

any more think of—oh, dear, why it’ll break his heart when 

he finds it out. And Polly’s, too. This comes of meddling 

with such infernal matters ! But for this the cieatuie 

would still be roasting in sheol, where it belongs. How is 

it that these people don’t smell the brimstone ? Sometimes 

I can’t come into the same room with him without nearly 

suffocating.’ 
After a while he broke out again— 
‘ Well, there’s one thing, sure. The materialising has 

got to stop right where it is. If she’s got to marry a 

spectre, let her marry a decent one out of the middle ages, 

like this one, not a cowboy and a thief such as this proto¬ 

plasmic tadpole’s going to turn into if Sellers keeps on 

fussing at it. It costs #5,000 cash, and shuts down on the 

company to stop the works at this point, but Sally Selleis s 

happiness is worth more than that. 
He heard Sellers coming, and got himself to rights. 

Sellers took a seat and said— 
< Well, I’ve got to confess I’m a good deal puzzled. It 

did certainly eat, there’s no getting around it. Not eat 

exactly, either, but it nibbled—nibbled in an appetiteless 
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way, but still it nibbled, and that’s just a marvel. Now 

the question is, What does it do with those nibblings ? 

That’s it. What does it do with them ? My idea is that we 

don’t begin to know all there is to this stupendous discovery 

yet. But time will show—time and science. Give us a 

chance, and don’t get impatient.’ 

But he couldn’t get Hawkins interested ; couldn’t make 

him talk to amount to anything ; couldn’t drag him out of 

his depression, but at last he took a turn that arrested 

Hawkins’s attention. 

(I’m coming to like him, Hawkins. He is a person of 

stupendous character—absolutely gigantic. Under that 

placid exterior is concealed the most daredevil spirit that 

was ever put into a man—he’s just a Clive over again. 

Yes, I’m all admiration for him, on account of his character, 

and liking naturally follows admiration, you know. I’m 

coming to like him immensely. Do you know I haven’t 

the heart to degrade such a character as that down to the 

burglar estate for monej^ or for anything else ? and I’vo 

come to ask you if you are willing to let the roward go and 

leave this poor fellow-’ 

‘ Where he is ? ’ 

‘ Yes—not bring him down to date.’ 

‘ Oh, there’s my hand ; and my heart’s in it, too.’ 

1 I’ll never forget you for this, Hawkins,’ said the old 

gentleman, in a voice which he found it hard to control. 

• You are making a great sacrifice for me, and ono which 

you can ill afford, but I’ll never forget your generosity, and 

if I live you shall not suffer for it, be sure of that.’ 

Sally Sellers immediately and vividly realised that she 

was become a new being ; a being of a far higher and 

worthier sort than she had been such a little while before; 
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an earnest being, in place of a dreamer ; and supplied with 

a reason for her presence in the world, where merely a 

wistful and troubled curiosity about it had existed before. 

So great and so comprehensive was the change which had 

been wrought that she seemed to herself to be a real person 

who had lately been a shadow; a something which had 

lately been a nothing; a purpose which had lately been a 

fancy; a finished temple, with the altar-fires lit and the 

voice of worship ascending, where before had been but an 

architect’s confusion of arid working plans, unintelligible 

to the passing eye and prophesying nothing. 
< L;lcly ’ Gwendolen! The pleasantness of that sound 

was all gone; it was an offence to her ear now. She 

‘ There—that sham belongs to the past; I will not bo 

called by it any more.’ ^ 
< i may call you simply Gwendolen ? 1 ou will allow me 

to drop the formalities straightway and name you by your 

dear first name without additions ? ’ 
She was dethroning the pink, and replacing it with a 

rosebud. _ . 
< There—that is better. I hate pink—some pinks. 

Indeed, yes, you are to call me by my first name without 

additions—that is—well, I don’t mean without additions 

entirely, but-’ 
It was as far as she could get. There was a pause; 

his intellect was struggling to comprehend; presently it 

did manage to catch the idea in time to save embarrass- 

ment all around, and he said, gracefully— 

« Dear Gwendolen ! I may say that ? 
< yes—part of it. But—don’t kiss me when I am talk¬ 

ing ; it makes me forget what 1 was going to say. ^ ou 
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can call me by part of that form, but not the last part. 

Gwendolen is not my name.’ 

‘ Not your name ? ’ This in a tone of wonder and 

surprise. 

The girl’s soul was suddenly invaded by a creepy 

apprehension, a quite definite sense of suspicion and alarm. 

She put his arms away from her, looked him searchingly in 

the eye, and said— 

‘ Answer me truly, on honour. You are not seeking to 

marry me on account of my rank ? ’ 

The shot almost knocked him through the wall, he was 

so little prepared for it. There was something so finely 

grotesque about the question and its parent suspicion that 

he stopped to wonder and admire, and thus was he saved 

from laughing. Then, without wasting precious time, he 

set about the task of convincing her that he had been 

lured by herself alone, and had fallen in love with her 

only, not her title and position ; that he loved her with all 

his heart, and could not love her more if she were a duchess, 

or less if she were without home, name, or family. She 

watched his face wistfully, eagerly, hopefully, translating 

his words by its expression ; and when he had finished there 

was gladness in her heart—a tumultuous gladness, indeed, 

though outwardly she was calm, tranquil, even judicially 

austere. She prepared a surprise for him now, calculated 

to put a heavy strain upon those disinterested protestations 

of his, and thus she delivered it, burning it away word by 

word, as the fuse burns down to a bombshell, and watching 

to see how far the explosion would lift him — 

‘ Listen, and do not doubt me, for I shall speak the 

exact truth. Howard Tracy, I am no more an earl’s child 

than you are ! ’ 
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To her joy, ancl secret surprise, also, it never phased 

him. He was ready this time and saw his chance. He cried 

out with enthusiasm— 
« Thank heaven for that! ’ and gathered her to his 

To express her happiness was almost beyond her gift 

Of gT)00Cll» 

‘ You make me the proudest girl in all the earth,’ she 

said with her head pillowed on his shoulder. I tliou0 i 

only natural that you should be dazzled by the title—maybe 

even unconsciously, you being English-and that you might 

be deceiving yourself in thinking you only loved me, and 

find you didn’t love me when the deception was swept away , 

so it makes me proud that the revelation stands for nothing, 

and that you do love just me, only me—oh, prouder than 

any words can tell ! 
< it is only you, sweetheart; I never gave one envying 

glance towards your father’s earldom. That is utterly true, 

dear Gwendolen.’ , , , , 
< Tliere-you mustn’t call me that. I hate that false 

name. I told you it wasn’t mine. My name is Sally 

Sellers—or Sarah, if you like. From this time I banish 

dreams, visions, imaginings, and will no more of them, 

am going to be myself-my genuine self, my honest self 

my natural self, clear and clean of sham and folly and 

fraud, and worthy of you. There is no grain of social in¬ 

equality between us ; I, like you, am poor ; I, like you am 

without position or distinction ; you are a struggling artist, 

I am that, too, in my humbler way. Our bread is honest 

bread ; we work for our living. Hand m hand we will u al v 

hence to the grave, helping each other m all ways, living 

for each other, being and remaining one m heart and 
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purpose, one in hope and aspiration, inseparable to the 

end. And though our place is low, judged by the world’s 

eye, we will make it as high as the highest in the essentials 

of honest work for what we eat and wear, and conduct above 

reproach. We live in a land, let us be thankful, where 

this is all-sufficient, and no man is better than his neigh¬ 

bour, by the grace of God, but only by his own merit.’ 

Tracy tried to break in, but she stopped him and kept 
the floor herself. 

‘ I am not through yet. I am going to purge myself of 

the last vestiges of artificiality and pretence, and then start 

fair on your own honest level and be worthy mate to you 

thenceforth. My father honestly thinks he is an earl. 

W ell, leave him his dream ! it pleases him and does no one 

any harm. It was the dream of his ancestors before him. 

It has made fools of the house of Sellers for generations, 

and it has made something of a fool of me, but took no 

deep root. I am done with it now and for good. Forty-eight 

hours ago I was privately proud of being the daughter of a 

pinchbeck earl, and thought the proper mate for me must 

be a man of like degree; but to-day—oh, how grateful I am 

foi youi love, which has healed my sick brain and restored 

my sanity—I could make oath that no earl’s son in all the 
world-’ 

‘ Oh—well, but—but-’ 

‘ Why, you look like a person in a panic. What is it ? 
What is the matter ? ’ 

‘Matter? Oh, nothing—nothing. I was only going 

to say-’ But in his flurry nothing occurred to him to say 

for a moment; then, by a lucky inspiration, he thought of 

something entirely sufficient for the occasion, and brought 
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it out with eloquent force : ‘ Oh, how beautiful you are ! 
You take my breath away when you look like that.’ 

It was well conceived, well-timed, and cordially de¬ 

livered, and it got its reward. 
< Let me see. Where was I ? Yes, my father’s earldom 

is pure moonshine. Look at those dreadful things on the 
wall_you have, of course, supposed them to be portraits 
of his ancestors, Earls of Rossmore. Well, they are not. 
They are chromos of distinguished Americans—all moderns 
—but he has carried them hack a thousand years by re¬ 

labelling them. Andrew Jackson there is doing what he 
can to be the late American earl, and the newest treasure 
in the collection is supposed to be the young English heir— 
I mean the idiot with the crape; but in truth it s a 

shoemaker, and not Lord Berkeley at all.’ 

‘ Are you sure ? ’ 
< Why, of course I am. He wouldn’t look like that.’ 

‘ Why ? ’ 
‘ Because his conduct in his last moments, when the 

fire was sweeping around him, shows that he was a man. 
It shows that he was a fine, high-souled young creature.’ . 

Tracy was strongly moved by these compliments, and it 
seemed to him that the girl’s lovely lips took on a new 
loveliness when they were delivering them. He said 

softly— 
‘ It is a pity he could not know what a gracious impres¬ 

sion his behaviour was going to leave with the dearest and 

sweetest stranger in the land of-’ 
< Oh, I almost loved him ! Why, I think of him every 

day. He is always floating about in my mind.’ 
‘ Tracy felt that this was a little more than was neces¬ 

sary. He was conscious of the sting of jealousy. He said— 
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‘ It is quite right to think of him—at least now and 

then—that, is at intervals—in perhaps an admiring way, 

but it seems to me that-’ 

‘ Howard Tracy, are you jealous of that dead man ? ’ 

He was ashamed—and at the same time not ashamed. 

He was jealous—and at the same time he was not jealous. In 

a sense the dead man was himself; in that case compliments 

and affection lavished upon that corpse went into his own 

till and were clear profit. But in another sense the dead 

man was not himself; and in that case all compliments and 

affection lavished there were wasted, and a sufficient basis 

for jealousy. A tiff was the result of the dispute between 

the two. They made it up, and were more loving than 

ever. As an affectionate clincher of the reconciliation Sally 

declared that she had now banished Lord Berkeley from 

her mind, and added: ‘ And, in order to make sure that 

he shall never make trouble between us again, I will teach 

myself to detest that name and all that have borne it, or 

ever shall bear it.’ 

This inflicted another pang, and Tracy was minded to 

ask her to modify that a little—just on general principles, 

and as practice in not overdoing a good thing—but 

thought perhaps he might better leave things as they were 

and not risk bringing on another tiff. He got away from that 

particular and sought less tender ground for conversation. 

‘ I suppose you disapprove of aristocracies and nobi¬ 

lities, now that you have renounced your title and your 

father’s earldom.’ 

‘ Real ones ? Oh, dear, no, hut I’ve thrown aside our 

sham one for good.’ 

This answer fell just at the right time and just in the 

right place to save the poor, unstable young man from 
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THE SHADY DEVIL HAD KNIFED HEIt. 

changing his political complexion once more. He had been 

on the point of beginning to totter again, but this prop 

shored him up and kept him from floundering back into 

democracy and re-renouncing aristocracy. So he went 

home glad that he had asked the fortunate question. The 

girl would accept a little thing like a genuine earldom, 

she was merely prejudiced against the brummagem article. 

Yes, he could have his girl and have his earldom, too, 

that question was-a fortunate stroke. 
Sally went to bed happy, too ; and remained happy, 

deliriously happy, for nearly two hours ; but at last, just 

as she was sinking into a contented and luxurious uncon¬ 

sciousness, the shady devil who lives and lurks and hides 

and watches inside of human beings, and is always waiting 



220 THE AMERICAN CLAIMANT 

for a chance to do the proprietor a malicious damage, 

whispered to her soul and said— 

‘ That question had a harmless look, but what was hack 

of it ?—what was the secret motive of it ?—what suggested 

it?’ 

The shady devil had knifed her, and could retire now 

and take a rest; the wound would attend to business for 

him. And it did. 

Why should Howard Tracy ask that question ? If he 

was not trying to marry her for the sake of her rank, what 

should suggest that question to him ? Didn’t he plainly 

look gratified when she said her objections to aristocracy 

had their limitations ? Ah, he is after that earldom, that 

gilded sham—it isn’t poor me he wants. 

So she argued, in anguish and tears. Then she argued 

the opposite theory, but made a weak, poor business of it, 

and lost the case. She kept the arguing up, one side and 

then the other, the rest of the night, and at last fell asleep 

in the dawn ; fell in the fire at dawn, one might say; for 

that kind of sleep resembles fire, and one comes out of it 

with his brain baked and his physical forces fried out of 
him. 

CHAPTER XXIII 

Tracy wrote his father before he sought his bed. He wrote 

a letter which he believed would get better treatment than 

his cablegram received, for it contained what ought to be 

welcome news; namely, that he had tried equality and 

working for a living ; had made a fight which he could find 

no reason to be ashamed of, and in the matter of earning a 
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living had proved that he was able to do it; but that, on 

the whole, he had arrived at the conclusion that he could 

not reform the world single-handed, and was willing to 

retire from the conflict with the fair degree of honour which 

he had gained, and was also willing to return home and 

resume his position and be content with it and thankful 

for it for the future, leaving further experiment of a mis¬ 

sionary sort to other young people needing the chastening 

and quelling persuasions of experience, the only logic sure 

to convince a diseased imagination and restore it to health. 

Then he approached the subject of marriage with the 

daughter of the American Claimant with a good deal of 

caution and much painstaking art. He said praiseful and 

appreciative things about the girl, but didn’t dwell upon 

that detail or make it prominent. The thing which he made 

prominent was the opportunity now so happily afforded to 

reconcile York and Lancaster, graft the warring roses upon 

one stem, and end for ever a crying injustice which had 

already lasted far too long. 
One could infer that he had thought this thing all out 

and chosen the way of making all things fail and right, 

because it was sufficiently fair and wiser than the renuncia¬ 

tion scheme which he had brought with him from England. 

One could infer that, but he didn’t say it. In fact, the 

more he read his letter over, the more he got to infening 

it himself. 
When the old Earl received that letter the first part of it 

filled him with a grim and snarly satisfaction ; but the rest 

of it brought a snort or two out of him that could be tians- 

lated differently. He wasted no ink in this emergency, 

either in cablegrams or letters ; he promptly took ship for 

America to look into the matter himself. He had stanchly 
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held his grip all this long time, and given no sign of the 

hunger at his heart to see his son; hoping for the cure of 

his insane dream, and resolute that the process should go 

through all the necessary stages without assuaging telegrams 

or other nonsense from home, and here was victory at last. 

Victory, but marred by this idiotic marriage project. Yes, 

he would step over and take a hand in this matter himself. 

During the first ten days following the mailing of the 

letter Tracy’s spirits had no idle time ; they were always 

climbing up into the clouds or sliding down into the earth 

as deep as the law of gravitation reached. He was intensely 

happy and intensely miserable by turns, according to Miss 

Sally’s moods. He never could tell when the mood was 

going to change, and when it changed he couldn’t tell what 

it was that had changed it. Sometimes she was so in love 

with him that her love was tropical, torrid, and she could 

find no language fervent enough for its expression; then 

suddenly, and without warning or any apparent reason, 

the weather would change and the victim would find himself 

adrift among the icebergs and feeling as lonesome and 

friendless as the North Pole. It sometimes seemed to him 

that a man might better be dead than exposed to these 
devastating varieties of climate. 

The case was simple. Sally wanted to believe that 

Tracy’s preference was disinterested; so she was always 

applying little tests of one sort or another, hoping and ex¬ 

pecting that they would bring out evidence which would 

confirm and fortify her belief. Poor Tracy did not know 

that these experiments were being made upon him; con¬ 

sequently he walked promptly into all the traps the girl 

set for him. These traps consisted in apparently casual 

references to social distinction, aristocratic title and privi- 
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lege, and such things. Often Tracy responded to these 

references heedlessly, and not much caring what he said, 

provided it kept the talk going and prolonged the seance. 

He didn’t suspect that the girl was watching his face and 

listening for his words as one who watches the judge’s face 

and listens for the words which will restore him to home 

and friends and freedom, or shut him away from the sun 

and human companionship for ever. He didn’t suspect 

that his careless words were being weighed, and so he often 

delivered sentences of death when it would have been just 

as handy and all the same to him to pronounce acquittal. 

Daily he broke the girl’s heart; nightly he sent her to the 

rack for sleep. He couldn’t understand it. 

Some people would have put this and that together and 

perceived that the weather never changed until one par¬ 

ticular subject was introduced, and then that it always 

changed. And they would have looked further and per¬ 

ceived that that subject was always introduced by the one 

party, never the other. They would have argued, then, 

that this was done for a purpose. If they could not find 

out what that purpose was in any simpler and easier way, 

they would ask. 
But Tracy was not deep enough or suspicious enough 

to think of these things. He noticed only one particular : 

that the weather was always sunny when a visit began. 

No matter how much it might cloud up later, it always 

began with a clear sky. He couldn t explain this curious 

fact to himself—he merely knew it to be a fact. The truth 

of the matter was that by the time Tracy had been out of 

Sally’s sight six hours she was so famishing for a sight of 

him that her doubts and suspicions were all consumed 

away in the fire of that longing, and so always she came 
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into his presence as surprisingly radiant and joyous as she 

wasn’t when she went out of it. 

In circumstances like these a growing portrait runs a 

good many risks. The portrait of Sellers, by Tracy, was 

fighting along, day by day, through this mixed weather, 

and daily adding to itself ineradicable signs of the checkered 

life it was leading. It was the happiest portrait, in spots, 

that was ever seen; but in other spots a damned soul 

looked out from it; a soul that was suffering all the different 

kinds of distress there are, from stomachache to rabies. 

But Sellers liked it. He said it was just himself all over— 

a portrait that sweated moods from every pore, and no two 

moods alike. He said he had as many different kinds of 

emotions in him as a jug. 

It was a kind of a deadly work of art, maybe, but it was 

a starchy picture for show; for it was life size, full length, 

and represented the American earl in a peer’s scarlet robe, 

with the three ermine bars indicative of an earl’s rank, and 

on the grey head an earl’s coronet, tilted just a wee bit to 

one side in a gallus and winsome way. When Sally’s 

weather was sunny, the portrait made Tracy chuckle; but 

when her weather was overcast, it disordered his mind and 

stopped the circulation of his blood. 

Late one night, when the sweethearts had been having 

a flawless visit together, Sally’s interior devil began to 

work his specialty, and soon the conversation was drifting 

toward the customary rock. Presently, in the midst of 

Tracy’s serene flow of talk, he felt a shudder which he knew 

was not his shudder, but exterior to his breast, although 

immediately against it. After the shudder came sobs ; Sally 

was crying. 

4 Oh, my darling, what have I done—what have I said ? 
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Ifc has happened again ! What have I done to wound 

you ? ’ 
She disengaged herself from his arms, and gave him a 

look of deep reproach. 
‘What have you done? I will tell you what you have 

done. You have unwittingly revealed, oh, for the twentieth 

time, though I could not believe it, would not believe it, 

that it is not me you love, but that sham, my father’s 

imitation earldom, and you have broken my heart! ’ 

‘ Oh, my child, what are you saying! I never dreamed 

of such a thing ! ’ 
‘ Oh, Howard, Howard, the things you have uttered 

when you were forgetting to guard your tongue have be¬ 

trayed you.’ 
‘ Things I have uttered when I was forgetting to guard 

my tongue? These a,re hard words. AAlien have I 

remembered to guard it ? Never in one instance. It has 

no office but to speak the truth. It needs no guarding for 

that.’ 
‘ Howard, I have noted your words and weighed them, 

when you were not thinking of their significance ; and they 

have told me more than you meant they should.’ 

‘ Do you mean to say you have answered the trust I 

had in you by using it as an ambuscade from which you 

could set snares for my unsuspecting tongue, and be safe 

from detection while you did it ? You have not done this— 

surely you have not done this ? Oh, one’s enemy could not 

do it.’ 
This was an aspect of the girl’s conduct which she had 

not clearly perceived before. AA as it treachery ? Had she 

abused a trust ? The thought crimsoned her cheeks with 

shame and remorse. 
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‘ Oh, forgive me,’ she said. * I did not know what I 

was doing. I have been so tortured—you will forgive me, 

you must; I have suffered so much, and I am so sorry and 

so humble ; you do forgive me, don’t you?—don’t turn away, 

don’t refuse me; it is only my love that is at fault, and 

you know I love you, love you with all my heart; I couldn’t 

hear to—oh, dear, dear, I am so miserable, and I never 

meant any harm, and I didn’t see where this insanity was 

carrying me, and how it was wronging and abusing the 

dearest heart in all the world to me—and—and—oh, take 

me in your arms again. I have no other refuge, no other 

home and hope ! ’ 

There was reconciliation again—immediate, perfect, 

all-embracing—and with it utter happiness. This would 

have been a good time to adjourn. But no, now that the 

cloud-breeder was revealed at last; now that it was mani¬ 

fest that all the sour weather had come from this girl’s 

dread that Tracy was lured by her rank and not herself, 

he resolved to lay that ghost immediately and permanently 

by furnishing the best possible proof that he couldn’t have 

had back of him at any time the suspected motive. So 

he said— 

‘ Let me whisper a little secret in your ear—a secret 

which I have kept shut up in my breast all this time. 

Your rank couldn’t ever have been an enticement. I am 

son and heir to an English earl! ’ 

The girl stared at him, one, two, three moments, 

maybe a dozen, then her lips parted— 

‘ You ! ’ she said, and moved away from him, still gazing 

at him in blank amazement. 

‘Why—why, certainly I am. Why do you act like 

this ? What have I done now ? ’ 
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‘ What have you clone ? You have certainly made a 

most strange statement. You must see that yourself. 

< Well/ with a timid little laugh, * it may be a strange 

enough statement; hut of what consequence is that, if it 

is true ? ’ 
* If it is true ? You are already retiring from it.’ 

‘ Oh, not for a moment! You should not say that. 

I have not deserved it. I have spoken the truth ; why do 

you doubt it ? ’ 

Her reply was prompt. 
‘ Simply because you didn’t speak it earlier ! 

< Oh ! ’ It wasn’t a groan exactly, but it was an intel¬ 

ligible enough expression of the fact that he saw the point 

and recognised that there was reason in it. 
< You have seemed to conceal nothing from me that I 

ought to know concerning yourself, and you were not 

privileged to keep back such a thing as this from me a 

moment after—after—well, after you had determined to 

pay your court to me.’ 
< it’s true, it’s true, I know it! But there were circum¬ 

stances in—in the way—circumstances which 

She waved the circumstances aside. 

‘ Well, you see,’ he said pleadingly, ‘ you seemed so 

bent on our travelling the proud path of honest labour and 

honourable poverty that I was terrified that is, I was afiaid 

_of—of—well, you know how you talked.’ 

< Yes, I know how I talked. And I also know that be¬ 

fore the talk was finished you inquired how I stood as re¬ 

gards aristocracies, and my answer was calculated to relieve 

your fears.’ 
He was silent a while. Then he said in a discouraged 

Q 2 

way— 
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‘I don’t see any way out of it. It was a mistake. That 

is in truth all it was, just a mistake. No harm was meant, 

no harm in the world. I didn’t see how it might some time 

look. It is my way. I don’t seem to see far.’ 

The girl was almost disarmed for a moment. Then she 

flared up again. 

‘ An earl’s son ! Do earls’ sons go about working in 

lowly callings for their bread-and-butter ? ’ 

‘ God knows they don’t! I have wished they did.’ 

‘ Do earls’ sons sink their degree in a country like this, 

and come sober and decent to sue for the hand of a horn 

child of poverty when they can go drunk, profane, and steeped 

in dishonourable debt and buy the pick and choice of the 

millionaires’ daughters of America ? You are an earl’s son ! 

Show me the signs.’ 

* I thank God I am not able—if those are the signs. But 

yet I am an earl’s son and heir. It is all I can say. I 

wish you would believe me, but you will not. I know' no 

way to persuade you.’ 

She was about to soften again, but his closing remark 

made her bring her foot down with smart vexation, and she 

cried out— 

‘ Oh, you drive all patience out of me. Would you have 

one believe that you haven’t your proofs at hand, and yet 

are w'hat you say you are ? You do not put your hand in 

your pocket now, for you have nothing there. YTou make a 

claim like this, and then venture to travel without creden¬ 

tials. These are simply incredibilities. Don’t you see that 

yourself ? ’ 
He cast about in his mind for a defence of some kind or 

other, hesitated a little, and then said with difficulty and 

diffidence— 
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‘ I will tell you just the truth, foolish as it will seem to 

you—to anybody, I suppose—but it is the truth. I luu an 

ideal—call it a dream, a folly, if you will-hut I wanted to 

renounce the privileges and unfair advantages enjoiet 5 

the nobility and wrung from the nation by force and train 

and purge myself of my share of those crimes against right 

and reason by thenceforth comrading with the poor and 

humble on equal terms, earning with my own hands the 

bread I ate, and rising by my own merit, if I rose at all. 
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The young girl scanned his face narrowly while he spoke ; 

and there was something about his simplicity of manner and 

statement which touched her—touched her almost to the 

danger-point; but she set her grip on the yielding spirit 

and choked it to quiescence; it could not be wise to sur¬ 

render to compassion or any kind of sentiment, yet she 

must ask one or two more questions. Tracy was reading 

her face; and what he read there lifted his drooping hopes 
a little. 

‘ An earl’s son to do that! Why, he were a man ! A man 

to love !—oh, a man to worship ! ’ 

* Why, I-’ 

‘But he never lived! He is not born, he will not be 

born. The self-abnegation that could do that—even in utter 

folly, and hopeless of conveying benefit to any, beyond the 

mere example—could be mistaken for greatness. AVhy, it 

would be greatness in this cold age of sordid ideals! A 

moment—wait—let me finish. I have one question more. 

Your father is earl of what ? ’ 

‘ Rossmore—and I am Viscount Berkeley.’ 

The fat was in the fire again. The girl felt so outraged 

that it was difficult to speak. 

‘ How can you venture such a brazen thing ? You know 

that he is dead, and you know that I know it. Oh. to rob 

the living of name and honour for a selfish and temporary 

advantage is crime enough, but to rob the dead—why it is 

more than crime. It degrades crime ! ’ 

‘ Oh, listen to me—just a word—don’t turn away like 

that. Don’t go—don’t leave me so—stay one moment. On 
my honour-’ 

‘ Oh, on your honour ! ’ 

‘ On my honour I am what I say ! And I will prove it, 
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and you will belie™, I know you will. I will bring you a 

message—a cablegram 

‘ "When ? ’ 
‘ To-morrow—next clay 

‘ Signed “ Rossmore ” ? ’ 
< Yes—signed “ Rossmore." ' 

« What will that prove ? ’ 
‘ What will it prove ? What should it prov e . 
«if you force me to say it—possibly the presence of a 

This was a hard blow, and staggered him. He said, 

teue. I did not think of it. Oh, my God, I do 
not know any way to do ; I do everything wrong You aro 

croiim ?—and you won’t say even “ good-night 01 Ooo 

hve ” ? Ah, we have not parted like this befoie. 
3 < Oh, I want to run, and-no, go now.’ A pause, then 

she said— . , 
< You may bring the message when it comes. 

‘ Oh, may I ? God bless you ! ’ 

He was gone, 
and none too soon. Her lips were 

already quiveritg, ’and now she broke down. Through her 

aobbinas her words broke from time to time. 
■ of he is gone. I have lost him. I shall never see 

him any more. And he didn't kiss me good-bye-never 

even offered to force a kiss from me, and he knowing it was 

the very, very last, and I expecting he would, and neiei 

dreaming he would treat me so after all «^ 
each other. Oh, oh, oh, oh, what shall I do . He 1. 
dear poor, miserable, good-hearted, transparent bar, and 

humbug, but oh, 1 do love him so!' After a lit le sh 

broke into speech again. ‘ How dear lie is ! and I shall 
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miss him so ! I shall miss him so ! Why won’t he ever 

think to forge a message and fetch it ? But no, he never 

will, he never thinks of anything; he’s so honest and simple 

it wouldn’t ever occur to him. Oh, what did possess him 

to think he could succeed as a fraud—and he hasn’t the 

first requisite except duplicity that I can see. Oh, dear, I’ll 

go to bed and give it all up. Oh, I wish I had told him 

to come and tell me whenever he didn’t get any telegram, 

and now it’s all my own fault if I never see him again! 
How my eyes must look ! ’ 

CHAPTEB XXIV 

Next day, sure enough, the cablegram didn’t come. This 

wras an immense disaster, for Tracy couldn’t go into the 

piesence without that ticket, although it wasn’t going to 

possess any value as evidence. But if the failure of°the 

cablegi am on that first day may he called an immense 

disaster, where is the dictionary that can turn out a phrase 

sizable enough to describe the tenth day’s failure? Of 

course every day that the cablegram didn’t come made 

Tracy all of twenty-fours more ashamed of himself than he 

was the day before, and made Sally twenty-four hours more 

certain than ever that he not only hadn’t any father any¬ 

where, but hadn’t even a confederate—and so it followed 

that he was a double-dyed humbug and couldn’t be other¬ 
wise. 

These were hard days for Barrow and the art firm. All 

these had their hands full, trying to comfort Tracy. 

Barrow’s task was particularly hard, because he was made 

a confidant in full, and therefore had to humour Tracy’s 
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delusion that he had a father, and that the father was an 

earl, and that he was going to send a cablegram. 
Barrow early gave up the idea of trying to convince 

Tracy that he hadn’t any father, because this had such a 

bad effect on the patient and worked up his temper to such 

an alarming degree. He had tried, as an experiment, letting 

Tracy think he had a father. The result was so good that 

he went further with proper caution, and tried letting lnm 

think his father was an earl. This wrought so well that he 

orew hold and tried letting him think he had two fathers, 

if he wanted to ; but he didn’t want to, so Barrow withdrew 

one of them and substituted letting him think he was going 

to get a, cablegram—which Barrow judged he wouldn’t and 

was right; but Barrow worked the cablegram daily for all 

it was worth, and it was the one thing that kept Tracy 

alive : that was Barrow’s opinion. 
And these were bitter hard days for poor Sally, am 

mainly delivered up to private crying. She kept her fur¬ 

niture pretty damp, and so caught cold, and the dampness 

and the cold and the sorrow together undermined her 

appetite, and she was a pitiful enough object, poor thing . 

Her state was bad enough, as per statement of it above 

quoted ; but all the forces of nature and circumstances 

seemed conspiring to make it worse—and succeeding. Foi 

instance, the morning after her dismissal of Tracy, Hawkins 

and Sellers read in the associate press despatches that a 

toy puzzle called Pigs in the Clover had come into sudden 

favour within the past few weeks, and that from the Atlantic 

to the Pacific all the populations of all the States had 

knocked off work to play with it, and that the business o 

the country had now come to a standstill in consequence; 

that judges, lawyers, burglars, parsons, thieves, merchants, 
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mechanics, murderers, women, children, babies—everybody, 
indeed, could be seen from morning till midnight absorbed 
in one deep project and purpose, and only one—to pen 
those pigs, work out that puzzle successfully ; that all gaiety, 
all cheerfulness bad departed from the nation, and in its 
place care, preoccupation, and anxiety sat upon every 
countenance, and all faces were drawn, distressed, and fur¬ 
rowed with the signs of age and trouble, and marked with 
the still sadder signs of mental decay and incipient mad¬ 
ness ; that factories were at work night and day in eight 
cities, and yet to supply the demand for the puzzle was 
thus far impossible. Hawkins was wild with joy, but Sellers 
was calm. Small matters could not disturb his serenity. 
He said— 

‘ That’s just the wTay things go. A man invents a thing 
which could revolutionise the arts, produce mountains of 
money and bless the earth, and who will bother with it or 
show any interest in it?—and so you are just as poor as 
you were before. But 3rou invent some worthless thing to 
amuse yourself with, and would throw it away if left alone, 
and all of a sudden the whole world makes a snatch for it 
and out crops a fortune. Hunt up that Yankee and collect, 
Hawkins—half is yours, you know. Leave me to potter at 
my lecture.’ 

This was a temperance lecture. Sellers w7as head chief 
in the temperance camp, and had lectured now7 and then in 
that interest, but had been dissatisfied with his efforts, 
w'herefore he was nowT about to try a new plan. After 
much thought he had concluded that a main reason why his 
lectures lacked fire or something was that they were too 
transparently amateurish ; that is to say, it was probably 
too plainly perceptible that the lecturer was trying to tell 
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people about the horrid effects of liquor when he didn't 

really know anything about those effects except from hearsay, 

since he had hardly ever tasted an intoxicant in his life. 

His scheme now was to prepare himself to speak from bitter 

experience. Hawkins was to stand by with the bottle, 

calculate the doses, watch the effects, make notes of results, 

and otherwise assist in the preparation. Time was short, 

for the ladies would be along about noon—that is to say, 

the temperance organisation called the Daughters of Siloam 

_and Sellers must be ready to head the procession. 

The time kept slipping along ; Hawkins did not return. 

Sellers could not venture to wait longer, so he attacked the 

bottle himself and proceeded to note the effects. Hawkins 

crot back at last, took one comprehensive glance at the 

lecturer, and went down and headed off the procession. 

The ladies were grieved to hear that the champion had 

been taken suddenly ill, and violently so, but glad to bear 

that it was hoped he would be out again m a few days. 

As it turned out, the old gentleman didn’t turn over or 

show anv signs of life worth speaking of for twenty-four 

hours. Then he asked after the procession, and learned 

what had happened about it. He was sorry ; said he had 

been ‘ fixed ’ for it. He remained abed several days, and 

his wife and daughter took turns in sitting with him and 

ministering to his wants. Often he patted Sally’s head, 

and tried to comfort her. 
< Don’t cry, mv child, don’t cry so ; you know your old 

father did it by mistake and didn’t mean a bit ot harm ; 

you know he wouldn’t intentionally do anything to make 

you ashamed for the world ; you know he was trying to do 

good and only made the mistake through ignorance not 

knowing the right doses, and Washington not there to help. 
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Don’t cry so, dear, it breaks my old heart to see you, and 

think I’ve brought this humiliation on you, and you so 

dear to me and so good. I won’t ever do it again, indeed, I 

won’t; now he comforted, honey, that’s a good child.’ 

But when she wasn’t on duty at the bedside the crying 

went on just the same; then the mother would try to conn 
fort her and say— 

‘ Don’t cry, dear, he never meant any harm ; it was all 

one of those happenings that you can’t guard against when 

you are trying experiments that way. You see I don’t cry. 

It’s because I know him so well. I could never look any¬ 

body in the face again if he had got into such an amazing 

condition as that a-purpose; but, bless you, his intention 

was pure and high, and that makes the act pure, though it 

was higher than what was necessary. We're not humiliated, 

dear ; he did it under a noble impulse, and we don’t need 

to be ashamed. There, don’t cry any more, honey.’ 

Thus the old gentleman was useful to Sally during 

several days as an explanation of her tearfulness. She felt 

thankful to him for the shelter he was affording her, but 

often said to herself: ‘ It’s a shame to let hinTsee in my 

cl}inos ^ reproach, as if he could ever do anything that 

could make me reproach him. But I can’t confess” I’ve 

got to go on using him for a pretext; he’s the only one I’ve 
got in the world, and I do need one so much.’ 

As soon as Sellers was out again, and found that stacks 

of money had been placed in bank for him and Hawkins by 

the Yankee, he said : ‘ Now we’ll soon see who’s the claim¬ 

ant and who’s the authentic. I’ll just go over there and 

warm up that House of Lords.’ During the next few days 

he and his wife were so busy with preparations for the voyage 

that Sally had all the privacy she needed, and all the chance 
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to cry that was good for her. Then the old pair left for 

New York—and England. 
Sally had also a chance to do another thing, inat 

was, to make up her mind that life was not worth living 

upon the present terms. If she must give up her impostor 

and die, doubtless she must submit; but might she no 

lay her whole case before some disinterested person first, 

and see if there wasn’t perhaps some saving way over the 

matter ? She turned this idea over in her mind a good 

deal In her first visit with Hawkins after her parents 

were gone the talk fell upon Tracy, and she was impelled 

to set her case before the statesman and take his counsel. 

So she poured out her heart, and he listened with pamfu 

solicitude. She concluded pleadingly with— 
‘Don’t tell me he’s an impostor. I suppose he is, but 

doesn’t it look to you as if lie isn’t ? You are cool, you 

know, and outside, and so maybe it can look to you as if 

he isn’t one, when it can’t to me. Doesn t it look to you 

as if he isn’t ? Couldn’t you—can’t it look to you that 

way—for—for my sake ? ’ 
The poor man was troubled, but he felt obliged to keep 

in the neighbourhood of the truth. He fought around the 

present detail a little while, then gave it up and said he 

couldn’t really see his way to clearing Tracy. 
< n0j’ he said, ‘ the truth is he's an impostor.’ 

‘ That is, you—you feel a little certain, but not entiiel) 

—oh, not entirely, Mr. Hawkins. 
‘ It’s a pity to have to say it—I do hate to say it—but 

I don’t think anything about it, I know he’s an impostor.’ 

< oh, now, Mr. Hawkins, you can’t go that far. A body 

can’t really know it, you know. It isn’t proved hes not 

what he says he is.’ 
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Should he come out and make a clean breast of the 

whole wretched business ? Yes—at least the most of it—it 

ought to be done. So he set his teeth, and went to the 

matter with determination, but purposing to spare the girl 

one pain—that of knowing that Tracy was a criminal. 

‘ Now 1 am 8'oiug to tell you a plain tale ; one not 
pleasant for me to tell or for you to hear, but we’ve got to 

stand it. I know all about that fellow, and I know he’s no 
earl’s son.’ 

ilie girl’s eyes flashed and she said— 

‘ I don’t care a snap for that—go on.’ 

This was so wholly unexpected that it at once obstructed 

the narrative: Hawkins was not sure he had heard arieht. 
He said— 

‘ I don’t know that I quite understand. I)o you mean 

to say that it he was all right and proper otherwise you’d 

be indifferent about the earl part of the business '? ’ 
‘ Absolutely.’ 

lou d be entirely satisfied with him, and wouldn’t care 

foi his not being an earl’s son—that being an earl’s son 
wouldn’t add any value to him ? ’ 

‘ Not the least value that I would care for. Why, Mr. 

Hawkins, I’ve gotten over all that daydreaming about 

eaildoms and aristocracies and all such nonsense, and am 

become just a plain, ordinary nobody, and content with it; 

and it is to him I owe my cure. And as to anything being 

able to add a value to him, nothing can do that. He is the 

whole world to me, just as he is; he comprehends all the 

values there are—then how can you add one ? ’ 

She s pretty far gone,’ he said to himself. He con¬ 

tinued, still to himself: ‘ I must change my plan again ; I 

can’t seem to strike one that will stand the requirements of 
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this most variegated emergency five minutes on a stretch 

Without making this fellow a criminal, I believe I will 

invent a name and character for him calculated to disen¬ 

chant her. If it fails to do it, then I’ll know that the next 

rightest thing to do will he to help her to her fate, poor 

thing, not hinder her.’ Then he said aloud— 

‘ Well, Gwendolen 

• I want to he called Sally. 
< i’m glad of it. I like it better. Well, I’ll tell you 

about this man Snodgrass.’ 
‘ Snodgrass ! Is that his name ? 
< Yes—Snodgrass. The other’s his nom cle plume: 

‘ It’s hideous ! ’ 
‘ I know it is, but we can’t help our names. 
‘And that is truly his real name—and not Howarc 

Tracy ? ’ 
Hawkins answered regretfully— 

* Yes, it seems a pity.’ 
The girl sampled the name musingl} . 
‘ Snodgrass, Snodgrass. No, I could not endure that. 

I could not get used to it. No, I should call him y ns 

first name. What is his first name ? 

< His—er—his initials are S. M.’ 
‘ His initials ? I don’t care anything about his initials. 

I can’t call him by his initials. What do they stand for ? 

‘ Well, you see his father was a physician, and he he 

well, he was an idolater of his profession, and he—well, he 

was a very eccentric man, and 
< What do they stand for ! What are you shuffling 

about?’ . , ,r . ... n. 
< They—well, they stand for Spinal Meningitis. His 

father being a pliy-’ 
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‘1 never ^eard such an infamous name ! Nobody can 

ever call a person that—a person they love. I wouldn’t 

call an enemy by such a name. It sounds like an epithet.’ 

Altei a moment, she added with a kind of consternation: 

‘ Why, it would be my name! Letters would come with 
it on.’ 

‘ Yes—Mrs. Spinal Meningitis Snodgrass.’ 

‘ Don’t repeat it—don’t: I can’t hear it. Was the 
father a lunatic ? ’ 

‘ No, that is not charged.’ 

I am glad of that, because that is transmissible. 
What do you think was the matter with him, then ? ’ 

Well, I don t really know. The family used to run a 
good deal to idiots, and so, maybe- 

Oh, there isn t any maybe about it. This one was an 
idiot.’ 

‘ Well> yes—he could have been. He was suspected.’ 

‘ Suspected ! ’ said Sally with irritation. ‘ Would one 

suspect there was going to be a dark time if he saw the 

constellations fall out of the sky? But that is enough 

about the idiot; I don’t take any interest in idiots; tell me 
about the son.’ 

‘ Very well, then; this one was the oldest, but not the 
favourite. His brother, Zylobalsamum-’ 

\\ ait, gn e me a chance to realise that. It is jierfectly 
stupefying. Zylo—what did you call it ? ’ 

‘ Zylobalsamum.’ 

I nevei lieai d such a name. It sounds like a disease. 
Is it a disease ? ’ 

ho, I don t think it s a disease. It’s either scriptural 

* Well, it’s not scriptural.’ 
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‘ Then it’s anatomical. I knew it was one or the other. 

Yes, I remember now, it is anatomical. It’s a ganglion, 

a nerve centre—it is what is called the zylobalsamum 

process.’ 

< Well, go on ; and if you come to any more of them, 

omit the names ; they make one feel so uncomfortable. 

< Very well, then. As I said, this one was not a 

favourite in the family, and so he was neglected in every 

way, never sent to school, always allowed to associate with 

the worst and coarsest characters, and so, of course, he has 

grown up a rude, vulgar, ignorant, dissipated ruffian, 

and-’ 
‘ He ? It’s no such thing ! You ought to be more 

generous than to make such a statement as that about 

a poor young stranger who—who—why, he is the very 

opposite of that ! He is considerate, couiteous, obliging, 

modest, gentle, refined, cultivated—oh, for shame ! how 

can you say such things about him ? ’ 

‘ I don’t blame you, Sally—indeed, I haven’t a word ol 

blame for you for being blinded by your affection—blinded 

to these minor defects which are so manifest to others, 

who-’ 
< Minor defects ? Do you call these minor defects ? 

What are murder and arson, pray ? ’ 

< It is a difficult question to answer straight off, and, of 

course, estimates of such things vary with environment. 

With us, out our way, they would not necessarily attract as 

much attention as with you ; yet they are often regarded 

with disapproval-' 

‘ Murder and arson ale regarded with disapproval ? ’ 

‘ Oh, frequently.’ 

‘ With disapproval! Who are those puritans you are 

R 
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talking about ? But wait—how do you know so much 

about this family? Where did you get all this hearsay j 

evidence ? ’ 

‘ Sally, it isn’t hearsay. That is the serious part of it. 

I knew that family personally.’ 

This was a surprise. 

‘ You ? You actually knew them ? ’ 

‘ Knew Zylo, as we used to call him, and knew his 

father, Dr. Snodgrass. I didn’t know your own Snodgrass, ] 

but have had glimpses of him from time to time, and I 

heard about him all the time. He was the common talk, 

you see, on account of his-’ 

‘ On account of his not being a houseburner or an 

assassin, I suppose. That would have made him common¬ 

place. Where did you know these people ? ’ 

‘ In Cherokee Strip.’ 

‘ Oh, how preposterous ! There are not enough people 

in Cherokee Strip to give anybody a reputation, good or bad, 

There isn’t a quorum. Why, the whole population consists 

of a couple of wagon loads of horse thieves.’ 

Hawkins answered placidly—- 

‘ Our friend was one of those wagon loads.’ 

Sally’s eyes burned and her breath came quick and fast, 

but she kept a fairly good grip on her anger and did not 

let it get the advantage of her tongue. The statesman sat ' 

still and waited for developments. He was content with 

his work. It was as handsome a piece of diplomatic art as | 

he had ever turned out, he thought; and now, let the girl 

make her owTn choice. He judged she would let her spectre ' 

go ; he hadn’t a doubt of it; but any way let the choice be 

made and he was ready to ratify it and offer no further 

hindrance. 
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Meanwhile Sally had thought and made up her mind. 

To the Major’s disappointment the verdict was against him. 

I Sally said— 
‘ He has no friend but me, and I will not desert him 

K now. I will not marry him if his moral character is bad ; 

hut if he can prove that it isn’t I will—and he shall have 

the chance. To me he seems utterly good and dear ; I 

I have never seen anything about him that looked otherwise 

—except, of course, his calling himself an earl s son. 

Maybe that is only vanity, and no real harm, when you get 

to the bottom of it. I do not believe he is any such person 

as you have painted him. I want you to find him and send 

him to me. I will implore him to he honest with me and 

tell me the whole truth, and not be afraid.’ 

‘ Very well; if that is your decision I will do it. But, 

I Sally, you know he’s poor and-’ 

< Oh, I don’t care about that. That’s neither here nor 

there. Will you bring him to me ? ’ 

‘ I’ll do it. When ? ’ 

‘ Oh, dear, it’s getting toward dark now, and so you 11 

have to put it off. But you will find him in the morning, 

won’t you ? Promise.’ 

‘ I’ll have him here by daylight.’ 

1 Oh, now you’re your own old self again and loveliei 

than ever.’ 
‘ I couldn’t ask fairer than that. Good-bye, dear.’ 

Sally mused a moment alone, then said earnestly, ‘ I 

love him in spite of his name,’ and went about her affairs 

with a light heart. 

K 2 
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CHAPTER XXY 

Hawkins went straight to the telegraph-office and disbur¬ 

dened his conscience. He said to himself, ‘ She’s not going 

to give this galvanised cadaver up, that’s plain. Wild 

horses can’t pull her away from him. I’ve done my share; 

it’s for Sellers to take an innings now.’ So he sent this 

message to New York— 

Come back. Hire a special train. She’s going to marry the 

materialisee. 

Meantime a note came to Rossmore Towers to say that 

the Earl of Rossmore had just arrived from England, and 

would do himself the pleasure of calling. Sally said to 

herself— 

‘ It’s a pity he didn’t stop in New York; but it’s no 

matter; he can go up to-morrow and see my father : he 

has come over here to tomahawk papa very likely, or buy out 

his claim. This thing would have excited me a while back, 

but it has only one interest for me now, and only one value. 

I can say—to—to—Spine, Spiny, Spinal—I don’t like any 

form of that name ! I can say to him to-morrow : Don’t 

try to keep it up any more, or I shall have to tell you whom 

I have been talking with last night, and then you will be 

embarrassed.’ 

Tracy couldn’t know he was to be invited for the 

morrow, or he might have waited. As it was, he was too 

miserable to wait any longer; for his last hope—a letter- 

had failed him. It was fully due to-day; it had not come. 

Had his father really flung him away ? It looked so. It 

was not like his father, but it surely looked so. His father 
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was a rather tough nut, in truth, but had never been so 

with his son ; still, this implacable silence had a calamitous 

look. Any way, Tracy would go to the Towers and then 

what ? He didn’t know : his head was tired out with think¬ 

ing—he wouldn’t think about what he must do or say : let 

it 111 take care of itself. So that he saw Sally he would be 

satisfied. Happen what might, he wouldn t care. 

He hardly knew how he got to the Towers, or when. 

He knew and cared for only one thing—he was alone with 

Sally. She was kind, she was gentle, there was moisture 

in her eyes, and a yearning something m her face and 

manner which she could not wholly hide; but she kept her 

distance. They talked. By-and-by she said, watching Ins 

downcast countenance out of the corner of her eye 

‘ It’s so lonesome—with papa and mamma gone. I try 

to read, but I can’t seem to get interested in any book. I 

try the newspapers, but they do put such rubbish m them. 

You take up a paper and start to read something you 

think’s interesting, and it goes on and on and on about how 

somebody—well, Dr. Snodgrass, for instance - 

Not a movement from Tracy, not the quiver of a muscle. 

Sally was amazed, what command of himself he must have ! 

Being disconcerted, she paused so long that Tracy pre¬ 

sently looked up wearily and said 

‘ Web ? ’ _ 
< Oh, I thought you were not listening. Yes, it goes on 

and on about this Dr. Snodgrass till you are so tired, and 

then about his younger son—the favourite son—Zylobal- 

samuin Snodgrass-’ 
Not a sign from Tracy, whose head was^ drooping 

again. What supernatural self-possession! Sally fixed 

her eye on him and began again, resolved to blast lnm out 
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of his serenity this time if she knew how to apply the 

dynamite that is concealed in certain forms of words when 

those words are properly loaded with unexpected meanings. 

‘ And next it goes on and on and on about the eldest son 

—not the favourite, this one—and how he is neglected 

in his poor, barren boyhood, and allowed to grow up 

unschooled, ignorant, coarse, vulgar, the comrade of the 

community’s scum, and become in his completed manhood 

a rude, profane, dissipated ruffian-’ 

That head still drooped ! Sally rose, moved softly and 

solemnly a step or two and stood before Tracy—-his head 

came slowly up, his meek eyes met her intense ones—then 

she finished with deep impressiveness— 

‘ —named Spinal Meningitis Snodgrass.’ 

Tracy merely exhibited signs of increased fatigue. The 

girl was outraged by this iron indifference and callousness, 

and cried out— 

‘ What are you made of ? ’ 

‘I? Why?’ 

‘ Haven’t you any sensitiveness ? Don’t these things 

touch any poor remnant of delicate feeling in you ? ’ 

‘ N-no,’ he said wonderingly, ‘ they don’t seem to. 

Why should they ? ’ 

‘ Oh, dear me, how7 can you look so innocent and foolish 

and good and empty and gentle, and all that, right in the 

hearing of such things as those ! Look me in the eye- 

straight in the eye. There ; now, then, answer me with¬ 

out a flinch. Isn’t I)r. Snodgrass your father, and isn’t 

Zylobalsamum your brother ? ’ (Here Hawkins wras about 

to enter the room, but changed his mind upon hearing these 

words, and elected for a walk down town, and so glided swiftly 

away.) ‘ And isn't your name Spinal Meningitis, and isn’t 
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your father a doctor and an idiot, like all the family for 

generations, and doesn’t he name all his children after 

poisons and pestilences and abnormal anatomical eccen¬ 

tricities of the human body ? Answer me, some way or 

somehow—and quick. Why do you sit there, looking like 

an envelope without any address on it, and see me going 

mad before your face with suspense ! ’ 

‘ Oh, I wish I could do—do—I wish I could do some¬ 

thin^—anything that would give you peace again and make 

you happy ; hut I know of nothing—I know of no way. 1 

never heard of these awful people before.’ 

< What ? Say it again ! ’ 

‘ I have never, never in my life till now. 

< Oh you do look so honest when you say that. it 

must be true ; surely you couldn’t look that way, you 

wouldn’t look that way if it were not true, would you . 
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‘1 couldn’t and wouldn’t. It is true. Oh, let us end 

this suffering. Take me back into your heart and con¬ 

fidence-’ 

4 Wait one more thing. Tell me you told that false¬ 

hood out of mere vanity, and are sorry for it; that you are 

not expecting to ever wear the coronet of an earl-’ 

4 Truly I am cured—cured this very day—I am not 

expecting it ! ’ 

4 Oh, now you are mine ! I’ve got you back in the 

beauty and glory of your unsmirched poverty and your 

honourable obscurity, and nobody shall ever take you from 

me again hut the grave ! And if_’ 

4 De Earl of Eossmore, from Englan’ ! ’ 

4 My father ! ’ The young man released the girl and 

hung his head. 

The old gentleman stood surveying the couple—the one 

with a strongly complimentary right eye, the other with a 

mixed expression done with the left. This is difficult, and 

not olten resorted to. Presently his face relaxed into a 

kind of constructive gentleness, and he said to his son— 

4 Don’t you think you could embrace me, too ? ’ 

The young man did it with alacrity. 

4 Then you are the son of an earl, after all ? ’ said Sally 

reproachfully. 

4 Yes, I-’ 

4 Then I won’t have you ! ’ 

4 Oh, but you know-’ 

4 No, I will not. You’ve told me another fib.’ 

4 She’s right. Go away and leave us. I want to talk 
with her.’ 

Berkeley was obliged to go. But he did not go far. He 

lemained on the premises. At midnight the conference 
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between the old gentleman and the young girl was still 

going blithely on, hut it presently drew to a close, and the 

former said— 
< X came all the way over here to inspect you, my deal, 

with the general idea of breaking off this match it there 

were two fools of you, hut as there’s only one, you can have 

him if you’ll take him. 

< Indeed, I will, then ! May I kiss you ? ’ 

‘You may. Thank you. Now you shall have that 

privilege whenever you are good.’ 

Meantime Hawkins had long ago returned and slipped 

up to the laboratory. He was rather disconcerted to find 

his late invention, Snodgrass, there. The news was told 

him ; that the English Rossmore was come, ‘ and I’m his 

son, Viscount Berkeley, not Howard Tracy any moie. 

Hawkins was aghast. He said 

‘ Good gracious, then you’re dead ! ’ 

‘ Dead ? ’ 

‘Yes, you are—we’ve got your ashes. 

‘ Hang those ashes, I’m tired of them ; I’ll give them to 

my father.’ 
Slowly and painfully the statesman worked the ti ut 1 

into his head that this was really a flesh-and-blood young 

man, and not the unsubstantial resurrection he and Sellers 

had so long supx>osed him to be. Then he said with feeling 

‘ I’m so glad—so glad on Sally’s account, poor thing ! 

We took you for a departed materialised bank thief from 

Tahlequah. This will be a heavy blow to Sellers.’ 

Then he explained the whole matter to Beikeley, who 

said— 
‘ Well, the claimant must manage to stand the blow, 

severe as it is. But he’ll get over the disappointment.’ 
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‘ Who—the Colonel ? He’ll get over it the minute he 

invents a new miracle to take its place. And he’s already 

at it by this time. But look here—what do you suppose 

became of the man you’ve been representing ? ’ 

‘ I don’t know. I saved his clothes—it was all I could 

do. I am afraid he lost his life.’ 

‘ Well, you must have found twenty or thirty thousand 

dollars in those clothes in money or certificates of deposit.’ 

‘ No, only five hundred and a trifle. I borrowed the 

trifle and banked the five hundred.’ 

‘ What’ll we do about it ? ’ 

‘ Return it to the owner.’ 

‘ It’s easy said, but not easy to manage. Let’s leave it 

alone till we get Sellers’s advice. And that remmds me, 

I've got to run and meet Sellers, and explain who you 

are not, and who you are, or he’ll come thundering in here 

to stop his daughter from marrying a phantom. But— 

suppose your father come over here to break off the match ? ’ 

‘ Well, isn’t he downstairs getting acquainted with Sally ? 

That’s all safe.’ 

So Hawkins departed to meet and prepare the Sellerses. 

Rossmore Towers saw great times and late hours during 

the succeeding week. The two earls were such opposites 

in nature that they fraternised at once. Sellers said 

privately that Rossmore "was the most extraordinary cha¬ 

racter he had ever met—a man just made out of the con¬ 

densed milk of human kindness, yet with the ability to 

totally hide the fact from any but the most practised 

character reader; a man whose whole being was sweetness, 

patience, and charity, yet with a cunning so profound, an 

ability so marvellous in the acting of a double part, that 

many a person of intelligence might live with him for 



THE AMEBIC AN CLAIMANT 251 

centuries and never suspect the presence in him of these 

characteristics. 

Finally, there was a quiet wedding at the Towers, instead 

THERE was a quiet wedding at the towers. 

of a big one at the British Embassy, with the militia and 

the fire brigades and the temperance organisations on hand 

in torchlight procession, as at first proposed by one of the 
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earls. The art firm and Barrow were present at the 

wedding, and the tinner and Puss had been invited, hut 

the tinner was ill and Puss was nursing him—for they 

were engaged. 

The Sellerses were to go to England with their new 

allies for a brief visit, but when it was time to take the 

train from Washington the Colonel was missing. Hawkins 

was going as far as New York with the party, and said he 

would explain the matter on the road. The explanation 

was in a letter left by the Colonel in Hawkins’s hands. In 

it he promised to join Mrs. Sellers later, in England, and 

then went on to say— 

‘ The truth is, my dear Hawkins, a mighty idea has 

been borne to me within the hour, and I must not even 

stop to say good-bye to my dear ones. A man’s highest 

duty takes precedence of all minor ones, and must be 

attended to with his best promptness and energy, at what¬ 

soever cost to his affections or his convenience. And first 

of all a man’s duties is his duty to his own honour: he 

must keep that spotless. Mine is threatened. When I was 

feeling sure of my imminent future solidity, I forwarded 

to the Czar of Russia, perhaps prematurely, an offer for the 

purchase of Siberia, naming a vast sum. Since then an 

episode has warned me that the method by which I was 

expecting to acquire this money—materialisation upon a 

scale of limitless magnitude—-is marred by a taint of tem¬ 

porary uncertainty. His Imperial Majesty may accept my 

offer at any moment. If this should occur now, I should 

find myself painfully embarrassed, in fact, financially in¬ 

adequate. I could not take Siberia. This would become 

known, and my credit would suffer. 

‘ Recently my private hours have been dark indeed, but 
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the sun shines again now. I see my way. I shall be able 

to meet my obligations, and without having to. ask an 

extension of the stipulated time, I think. This grand 

new idea of mine—the sublimest I have ever conceived— 

will save me whole, I am sure. I am leaving for San 

Francisco this moment to test it by the help of the gieat 

Lick telescope. Like all of my more notable discoveries and 

inventions, it is based upon hard, practical, scientific laws. 

All other bases are unsound, and hence untrustworthy. 

< jn brief} then, I have conceived the stupendous idea of 

reorganising’ the climates of the earth according to the 

desire of the populations interested. That is to say, I will 

furnish climates to order, for cash or negotiable paper, 

taking the old climates in part payment, of course, at a 

fair discount, where they are in condition to be repaired at 

small cost, and let out for hire to poor and remote commu¬ 

nities not able to afford a good climate, and not caring for an 

expensive one for mere display. My studies have convinced 

me that the regulation of climates and the breeding of new 

varities at will from the old stock is a feasible thing. In¬ 

deed, I am convinced that it has been done before—done 

in prehistoric times by now forgotten and unrecorded civili¬ 

sations. Everywhere I find hoary evidence of artificial 

manipulation of climates in bygone times. Take the glacial 

period. Was that produced by accident ? Not at all; it 

was done for money. I have a thousand proofs of it, and 

will some day reveal them. 
< I will confide to you an outline of my idea. It is to 

utilise the spots on the sun; get control of them, you 

understand, and apply the stupendous energies which they 

wield to beneficent purposes in the reorganising of our 

climates. At present they merely make trouble and do 
1 

r. r 

f 
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harm in the evoking of cyclones and other kinds of electric 

storms ; but once under humane and intelligent control 

this will cease and they will become a boon to man. 

‘ I have my plan all mapped out, whereby I hope and expect 

to acquire complete and perfect control of the sun-spots, also 

details of the method whereby I shall employ the same 

commercially; but I will not venture to go into particulars 

befoie the patents shall have been issued. I shall hope and 

expect to sell shop rights to the minor countries at a 

reasonable figure, and supply a good business article of 

climate to the great empires at special rates, together with 

fancy brands for coronations, battles, and other great and 

particular occasions. There are billions of money in this 

enterprise : no expensive plant is required, and I shall begin 

to realise in a few days—in a few weeks at furthest. I shall 

stand leady to pay cash for Siberia the moment it is 

delivered, and thus save my honour and my credit. I am con¬ 

fident of this. I would like you to provide a proper outfit and 

start north as soon as I telegraph you, be it night or be it 

day. I wish you to take up all the country stretching away 

from the North Pole on all sides for many degrees south, and 

buy Greenland and Iceland at the best figure you can get 

now while they are cheap. It is my intention to move one 

of the tropics up there and transfer the frigid zone to the 

equator. I will have the entire Arctic Circle in the market 

as a summer resort next year, and will use the surplusage 

of the old climate, over and above what can be utilised on 

the equator, to reduce the temperature of opposition resorts. 

But I have said enough to give you an idea of the prodigious 

natuie of my scheme and the feasible and enormously 

profitable character of it. I shall join all you happy 

people in England as soon as I shall have sold out some 
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of my principal climates, and arranged with the Czar about 

Siberia. 
‘Meantime, watch for a sign from me. Eight days 

from now we shall be wide asunder, for I shall be on the 

border of the Pacific and you far out on the Atlantic, 

approaching England. That day, if I am alive, and my 

sublime discovery is proved and established, I will send you 

greeting, and my messenger shall deliver it where you are, 

in the solitudes of the sea; for I will waft a vast sun-spot 

across the disc like drifting smoke, and you will know it for 

my love-sign, and will say, “Mulberry Sellers throws us a 

kiss across the universe. 
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WEATHER FOR USE IN THIS BOOK. SELECTED FROM 

THE BEST AUTHORITIES 

A brief though violent thunderstorm which had raged over 

the city was passing away ; but still, though the rain had ceased 

more than an hour before, wild piles of dark and coppery clouds, 

in which a fierce and rayless glow was labouring, gigantically 

overhung the grotesque and huddled vista of dwarf houses, while 

in the distance, sheeting high over the low misty confusion of 

gables and chimneys, spread a pall of dead leprous blue, suffused 

with blotches of dull glistening yellow, and with black plague- 

spots of vapour floating, and faint lightenings crinkling on its 

surface. Thunder, still muttering in the close and sultry air, 

kept the scared dwellers in the street within, behind their closed 

shutters ; and all deserted, cowed, dejected, squalid, like poor, 

stupid, top-heavy things that had felt the wrath of the summer 

tempest, stood the drenched structures on either side of the 

narrow and crooked way, ghastly and picturesque under the giant 

canopy. Eain dripped wretchedly in slow drops of melancholy 

sound from their projecting eaves upon the broken flagging, lay 

there in pools or trickled into the swollen drains, where the 

fallen torrent sullenly gurgled on its way to the river. 

‘ The Brazen Android.’—W. D. O’Connor. 

The fiery mid-March sun a moment hung 

Above the bleak Judean wilderness ; 

Then darkness swept upon us, and ’twas night. 

‘ Easter Eve at Iverak-Moab.’—Clinton Scollard. 
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The quick-coming winter twilight was already at hand. 

Snow was again falling, sifting delicately down, incidentally as 

it were. < Felicia.’—Fanny N. D. Murfree. 

Merciful heavens ! The whole west, from right to left, blazes 

up with a fierce light, and next instant the earth reels and quivers 

with the awful shock of ten thousand batteries of artillery. It 

is the signal for the fury to spring—for a thousand demons to 

scream and shriek—for innumerable serpents of fire to writhe 

and light up the blackness. 

Now the rain falls, now the wind is let loose with a terrible 

shriek, now the lightning is so constant that the eyes burn, and 

the thunder-claps merge into an awful roar, as did the 800 

cannon at Gettysburg. Crash! Crash! Crash! It is the cot¬ 

ton-wood trees falling to earth. Shriek! Shriek ! Shriek ! It 

is the demon racing along the plain and uprooting even the 

blades of grass. Shock ! Shock ! Shock ! It is the fury flinging 

his fiery bolts into the bosom of the earth. 
‘ The Demon and the Fury.’—M. Quad. 

Away up the gorge all diurnal fancies trooped into the wide 

liberties of endless luminous vistas of azure sunlit mountains 

beneath the shining azure heavens. The sky, looking down in 

deep blue placidities, only here and there smote the water to 

azure emulations of its tint. 

‘ In the Stranger’s Country.’—Charles Egbert Craddock. 

There was every indication of a dust-storm, though the sun 

still shone brilliantly. The hot wind had become wild and ram¬ 

pant. It was whipping up the sandy coating of the plain in 

every direction. High in the air were seen whirling spires and 

cones of sand—a curious effect against the deep blue sky. Below, 

puffs of sand were breaking out of the plain in every direction, 

as though the plain were alive with invisible horsemen. These 

sandy cloudlets were instantly dissipated by the wind; it was 

s 
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the larger clouds that were lifted whole into the air, and the 

larger clouds of sand were becoming more and more the rule. 

Alfred’s eyes, quickly scanning the horizon, descried the roof 

of the boundary-rider’s hut still gleaming in the sunlight. He 

remembered the hut well. It could not he farther than four 

miles, if as much as that, from this point of the track. He also 

knew these dust-storms of old; Bindarra was notorious for 

them. Without thinking twice, Alfred put spurs to his horse, 

and headed for the hut. Before he had ridden half the distance, 

the detached clouds of sand banded together in one dense whirl¬ 

wind, and it was only owing to his horse’s instinct that he did 

not ride wide of the hut altogether, for during the last half-mile 

he never saw the hut until its outline loomed suddenly over his- 

horse’s ears, and by then the sun was invisible. 

‘ A Bride from the Bush.’ 

It rained forty days and forty nights.—Genesis. 
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BIRD LIFE IN ENGLAND. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 4>».- -■ •- 

ARTEMUS WARD’S WORKS: The Works of Charles B arrer Brown e , 
better known as Artemus Ward. With Portrait and Facsimile. Crowq§v°, 

1 nTtn _Also a Popular Edition, post Svo, picture boards, 
THE GENIAL’ SHOWMAN : Life and Adventures of Artemus Ward. By Edward 

P. Kingston. With a Frontispiece. Crown. Bvo, cloth extra. .Is. <»d. _—_- 

A QHTON Vt(THM WORKS BY. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. Oil. each. 
HISTORY OF THE CHAP BOOKS OF THE 18th CENTURY. With 334 Illusts. 

t AT I TFE IN THE REIGN OF QUEEN ANNE. With 85 Illustrations. 
HUMOUR WIT AND SATIRE OF SEVENTEENTH CENTURY With 82 Illusts. 
ENGLISH CARICATURE AND SATIRE ON NAPOLEON THE FIRST. n5 Illusts. 
MODERN STREET BALLADS. With 57 Illustrations._,_- . 

ttacTCRIA — A~SYNOPSIS OF THE BACTERIA AND YlAST 
£j fungi AND ALLIED SPECIES. By W. B. Grove, B.A. With 87 Illustrations. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6<l.________ 

BTSla«CS; C. I*". ae,k. r.. o„. 
CURIOSITIES OF PURITAN NOMENCLATURE. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, Os. 

gAFlN^GOULD (S., Author of " John Herring,” Ac ), NOVELS BY. 
Crown8vo, cloth extra, 3s. OR. each; post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

RED SPIDER. 1 EVE.______ 
‘rTrrETTIFRANK. Author ot " Lady Biddy Fane,") NOVELS BY. 

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each ; cloth, 2s. Od. each. 
FETTERED FOR LIFE. I BETWEEN LIFE AND DEATH. 
THE SIN OF OLGA ZASSOULICH. 1___ 

BEACONSFIELD, LORD: A Biography. By T. P.^O’Connor, M.P. 
Sixth Edition, with an Introduction. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. .->»• 

BEAUCHAIPT^GRANTLEY GRANGE: A Novel. 
Beauchamp. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

By Shelsley 

BEAUTlFUirPICTURES BY BRITISH ARTISTS: A Gathering of 
Favourites from our Picture Galleries, beautifully engraved on Steel. With Notices 
of the Artists bv Sydney Armytage. M.A. Imperial 4to. cloth extra, gilt edges. 

UECHSTEIN^AS PRETTY'AS SEVEN, and other German Stories. 
Collected by Ludwig Bechstein. With Additional Tales by the Brothers Grimm, 
and 08 Illustrations by Richter. Square Svo, cloth extra. Os. <>d.; gilt edges, 7s. 6<I. 

PKERBOIiM. WANDERINGS IN PATAGONIA ; or, Life among the 
Ostrich Hunters. By Julius Beerbohm. With Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 3s. 6tl. 

RFSANT (WALTERL NOVELS BY. 
Cr 8vo cl ex “fid. each; post Svo. illust. bds„ 2s. each; cl. limp, 2s. 6d. each. 

ALL SORTS AND CONDITIONS OF MEN. With Illustrations by Fred. Barnard. 

THE CAPTAINS’ ROOM, &c. With Frontispiece by E. J. Wheeler. 

ALL IN A GARDEN FAIR. With 6 Illustrations by Harry Furniss. 
DOROTHY FORSTER. With Frontispiece by Charles Green. 
UNCLE JACKjand other Stories. I CHILDREN OF GIBEON, 
THE WORLD WENT VERY WELL THEN. With 12 Illustrations by A. Forestier, 

HERR PAULUS: His Rise, bis Greatness, and his Fall. 
FOR FAITH AND FREEDOM. With Illustrations by A. Forestier and F. Waddy. 
TO CALL HER MINE. &c. With 9 Illustrations by A. Forestier, 

THE BELL OF ST. PAUL’S. . . 
THE HOLY ROSE,&c. With Frontispiece by F. Barnard. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. Gd. each. 
ARMOREL OF LYONESSE: A Romance of To-day. With 12 Illusts. by F. Barnard. 
ST KATHERINE’S BY THE TOWER. With 12 page Illustrations by C. Green. 

VERBENA CAMELLIA STEPHANOTIS, &c. With a Frontispiece by Gordon 

Brow n f, . '. 7 : * 
FIFTY YEARS AGO. With 144 Plates and Woodcuts. Cheaper Edition, Revised, 

with a New Preface. Sc. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5». 
THE EULOGY OF RICHARD JEEFERIES, With,Portrait. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 6». 
THE ART OF FICTION. Demy Svo, Is. 
LONDON. With 124 Illustrations'! Duly 6V0, cloth extra, S 8s. [Preparing. 
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BESANT (WALTER) AND JAMES RICE, NOVELS BY. 
Cr Hvo. cl ex . 3s. 6(1. each ; post 8vo, illust. bds., ‘Js. each; cl. limp, ^s. few. each. 
^READY-HONEY MORTIBOY. BY CELIA’S ARBOUR,. 

MY LITTLE GIRL. 
WITH HARP AND CROWN. 
THIS SON OF VULCAN. 
THE GOLDEN BUTTERFLY. 
THE MONKS OF THELEMA. 

THE CHAPLAIN OF THE FLEET. 
THE SEAMY SIDE. 
THE CASE OF MR. LUCRAFT, &c. 
’TWAS IN TRAFALGAR’S BAY, &c. 
THE TEN YEARS’ TENANT, &c. HE MONKS OF THCiLittJUA. mu - 

* * There is also a LIBRARY EDITION of the above Twelve Volumes, handsoms.y 
set in new type, on a large crown 8vo page, and bound in cloth extra. <>*■ each._ 

BENNETT (W. C., LL.D.), WORKS BY. Post 8vo, cloth limp. 8s. each. 

A BALLAD HISTORY OF ENGLAND. I SONGS FOR SAILORS._ 

BEWICK (THOMAS) AND HIS PUPILS. 
95 Illustrations. Square 8vo, cloth extra, 

By Austin Dobson. With 

BIERCE.—IN THE MIDST OF LIFE : Tales of Soldiers and Civilians. 
By Ambrose Bierce. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, <»w._ 

BLACKBURN’S (HENRY) ART HANDBOOKS. 
ACADEMY NOTES, separate years, irom 1875-1S87, 1889-1891, each In. 
ACADEMY NOTES, 1892. With Illustrations. Is. 
ACADEMY NOTES, 1875-79. Complete in One Vol., with 6oo Illusts. Cloth limp, 
ACADEMY NOTES, 1880-84. Complete in One Vol. with 70oIllusts. Cloth limp, t»». 

GROSVENOR NOTES, 1877. «d. 
GROSYENOR NOTES, separate years, from 1873 to 1890, each is. 
GROSVENOR NOTES, Vol. I., 1877-82. With 300 Ulusts. Demy 8vo, cloth limp, fos. 
GROSYENOR NOTES, Vol. II., 1883-87. With 300 Illusts. Demy 8vo, cloth Ump, Os. 
THE NEW GALLERY, 1888-1891. With numerous Illustrations, each Is. 
THE NEW GALLERY, 1892. With Illustrations. Is. 
ENGLISH PICTURES’AT THE NATIONAL GALLERY. 1 14 Illustrations. Is. 
nr n MS8TFR8 AT THE NATIONAL GALLERY. 128 Illustrations. -A** Od. 
ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE TO THE NATIONAL GALLERY. 242 Illusts. cl., 3s. 

THE PARIS SALON, 1892. With Facsimile Sketches. 3s. 
THE PARIS SOCIETY OF FINE ARTS. 1892. With Sketches. 3s. ___ 

tjt akF (WILLIAM) : India-proof Etchings from his Works by William 
BBKLn Scott VVith descriptive Text. Folio, half-bound boards, a is._ 

BLIND (MATHILDE). Poems by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5s. eaca. 

DRAM^fs1^NTM?NIATURE. With a Frontispiece by Ford Madox Brown. 

SESf. a. 9°m' 
THE OTHER ¥lDEAOF THE EMIN PASHA RELIEF EXPEDITION. Crown 8vo, 

cloth extra. 6*. « 1 . *___——- 

BOWERS^LEAVES FROM AHUNTING JOURNAL. By George 
Bowers. Oblong folio, half-bound, t&ls. 

BOYLE (FREDERICK), WORKS BY. Post Svo inustrated boards, as. each. 

CHRONICLES OF NO-MAN’S LAND. I GAMP NOiES. 

SAVAGE LIFE. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Gd.; post 8vo, picture b°ard_s_,_3s.— 

BRAND^S^OBSERVATIONS OITpOPULAR ANTIQUITIES ; chiefly 

A DICTIONARY OF MIRACLES. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. <>«»•-- 

sisbt«»h5ss's 



BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 4 

BRET HARTE, WORKS BY. 
LIBRARY EDITION. In Seven Volumes, crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. each. 

BRET HARTE’S COLLECTED WORKS. Arranged and Revised by the Author. 
Vol. I. Complete Poetical and Dramatic Works. With Steel Portrait. 
Vol. II. Luck of Roaring Camp—Bohemian Papers—American Legends. 

Vol. III. Tales of the Argonauts—Eastern Sketches. 

Vol. IV. Gabriel Conroy. 
Vol. V. Stories—Condensed Novels, &c. 
Vol. VI. Tales of the Pacific Slope. 
Vol.VII. Tales of the Pacific Slope—II. With Portrait by John Pettie, R.A. 

THE SELECT WORKS OF BRET HARTE, in Prose and Poetry With Introductory 
Essay by J. M. Bellf.w. Portrait of Author, and 50 Illusts. Cr.8vo, cl. ex.. 7s. Gd. 

BRET HARTE’S POETICAL WORKS. Hand-made paper&buckram. Cr.8vo, 4s.6d, 
THE QUEEN OF THE PIRATE ISLE. With 28 original Drawings by Kate 

Greenaway, reproduced in Colours by Edmund Evans. Small 4to, cloth, 5s. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Oil. each. 
A WAIF OF THE PLAINS. With 60 Illustrations by Stanley L. Wood. 
A WARD OF THE GOLDEN GATE. With 59 Illustrations by Stanley L. Wood. 

A SAPPHO OF GREEN SPRINGS, &c. With Two Illustrations by Hums Nisbkt. 
COLONEL STARBOTTLE’S CLIENT, AND SOME OTHER PEOPLE. With a 

Frontispiece by Fred. Barnard. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2 s. each. 
GABRIEL CONROY. I THE LUCK OF ROARING CAMP, &C. 
AN HEIRESS OF RED DOG, &c^ | CALIFORNIAN STORIES. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each ; cloth limp, 2s. Gd. each. 
FLIP. | MARUJA._|_A PHYLLIS OF THE SIERRAS. 

Fcap. 8vo. picture cover. Is. each. 
THE TWINS OF TABLE MOUNTAIN. I JEFF BRIGGS’S LOVE STORY. 
SNOW-BOUND AT EAGLE’S. | 

BRTLLAT-SAVARIN.—GASTRONOMY AS A FINE ART. By Brill at- 
Savarin. Translated by R. E. Anderson, M.A. Post 8vo, half-bound, 2s. 

BRYDGES.—UNCLE SAM AT HOME. By 
8vo, illustrated boards. 2s.; cloth limp, 2s. Od. 

BUC HAN ANrSTR 0 BE RT)~ WORKS 
SELECTED POEMS OF ROBERT BUCH 

Harold Brydges. Post 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. each. 
BUCHANAN. With Frontispiece by T. Dalziel. 

THE EARTHQUAKE; or, Six Days and a Sabbath. 
THE CITY OF DREAM: An Epic Poem. With Two Illustrations by P. Macnab. 

THE OUTCAST : A Rhyme for the Time. With 15 Illustrations by Rudolf Blind, 
Peter Macnab, and Hume Nisbet. Small demy 8vo, cloth extra, Ss. 

ROBERT BUCHANAN’S C0MPLETE~P0ETICATTWORKS. With Steel-plate Por¬ 
trait. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6(1. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 3s. 61I. each 
THE SHADOW OF THE SWORD. 
A CHILD OF NATURE. Frontispiece. 
GOD AND THE MAN. With n Illus¬ 

trations by Fred. Barnard. 

THE MARTYRDOM OF MADELINE. 
With Frontispiece by A. W. Cooper. 

Burton'(Captain): 

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
LOVE ME FOR EVER. Frontispiece. 
ANNAN WATER, j FOXGLOVE MANOR. 
THE NEW ABELARD. 
MATT: A Story of a Caravan. Front. 
THE MASTER OF THE MINE. Front. 
THE HEIR OF LINNE. 

OF THE BOOK OF THE SWORD : Being a 
History ot the Sword and its Use in all Countries, from the Earliest Times. By 
Richard F. Burton. With over 400 Illustrations. Square 8vo, cloth extra. 32s. 

BURTON (ROBERT). 
THE ANATOMY OF 1 MELANCHOLY: A New Edition, with translations of the 

Classical Extracts. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. Gd. 
MELANCHOLY ANATOMISED Being an Abridgment, for popular use, of Burton’s 

Anatomy of Melancholy. Post 8vo,cloth limp, 2s. Gd. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Gd. each; 
cloth limp,,2s. Gd. each. 

A SON OF HAGAR. | THE DEEMSTER. 

CAINE (T. HALL), NOVELS EY~. 
post 8vo. illustrated boards. 2s. each : 1 

SHADOW CRIME. | A i- 

CAMERON (COMMANDER). — THE CRUISE OF THE ,rBLACK 
PRINCE” PRIVATEER. By V. Lovett Cameron, R.N.,C.B. With Two Illustra- 

_tions by P. Macnab. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5s.; post8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

CAMERON (MRS. H. LOVETT);NOVELS BY. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s* each. 
JULIET’S GUARDIAN. | DECEIYERS EVER, 
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CARLYLF(THOMAS) ON THE CHOICE OF BOOKS. With Life 
0AK by R. H. Shepherd, and Three Illustrations Post 8vo cloth extra Is. «<«• 

THF CORRESPONDENCE OF THOMAS CARLYLE AND RALPH WALDO 
EMERSON,18?4 to 1872. Edited by Charles Eliot Norton. With Portraits. 
Two Vols., crown 8vo. cloth extra, 34s.----- 

PART YT FTTANE^V'ELSH). LIFE OF. By Mrs. Alexander Ireland. 
CAWith Portrait and Facsimile Letter. Small demy 8vo, cloth extra, 7: hA.-___ 

rtTAWTNNlTlEORMrWORKS. Vol. I. contains the Plays complete, 
CHAPMAN O V I the Poems and Minor Translations, with an 

IntroduceJy Essay by 4 oS.ot,Charles Swinburne. Vol. III., the Translations 
of the ifud^^^dyssey^ThreeWds.^crown Svo^clothextra^OsueaclL^^^^^^^ 

CHATTO AND JACKSON.—A TREATISE ON WOOD ENGRAVING, 
^Historical arid Practical. By William Andrew Chatto and John Jackson. With 

an Additional Chapter by Henry G. Bohn, and 450 tine Iilusts Large 4 ^ 

rH"ATfrFjTFOR CHILDREN : A Golden Key. By Mrs. H. R. Haweis. 

CLODDCPMVTHS AND DREAMS. By Bjw.RO Coooo, B.K.A.S. 
Second Edition. Revised. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. *>«!._ 

COBBAN^THETURE OF SOULS: A Story. 
Pnst Svo. illustrated boards, Us._ 

by J. Maclaren 

COTiT~INS~T^ a~t.t .STONY—THE BAR SINISTER. Post Svcws.— 

COLLINS^m'oRTIMER^AND e^c^^,^^,,il1?s^rat^boards^2s.each. 

flSiiMioV0 |kl?Su play'me^aS1™ Tillage comedy. 

SWEET ANNE PAGEP°St TWENTY. 
!^?GHTWITHF0RTUNE. I FRANCES. - A FIurlT w 1 i n r uiuutm._._- —--- 

HIDE AND SEEK. Illustrated hy Sir l°™ *’ 
aptfr nARK With Illustrations by A. B. Houghton. n A 
JL dead SECRET. With a Frontispiece by Sir John Gilbert, R. . 

QUEEN OF HEARTS. withr.a,FTr°nti.spi^ce5.^ f gIlbert 1R A andF.A FraSEB. 
THE WOMAN IN WHITE.. With by S [F A. W. Cooper. 

» W,L„ Collins. 

?grKM£ ■« ”4S^SL“C"JL"“a p-A' F““ MAN AND WIFE. With Illustrations by Wiliam Small Hughes. 
POOR MISS FINCH.. Illustrated by G. Du Maurmr and HgNRy WooDS) a.R.A. 
MISS OR MRS.? With IIlus s. by S. L rii-DJrs'* a ^ aIjd c. S. Reinhardt. 
THE NEW MAGDALEN. Illustrated by G.DuMaur,mi‘™ahonev, 

?S1 SSMll' ATmual bVDs” *i. »o *»»*■ «“■- 
ThI 55.SS. ."heBR^RHD ScTeSCe!TtHE EVIL GENIUS. 

saw™ 
RLIENDLLOYE.RO\Vi‘th Preface by WalterBesant. and Ilhists. bv A. Forestier^ 

«?08Wffl8£ ^ k MONOGRAPH OH DEAN SWIFT. Crown Svo, cloth extra, »*. L 



6 BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 

COLMAN S HUMOROUS WORKS: “Broad Grins,’’ “My Nightgown 
and Slippers,” and other Humorous Works of Georoe Colman. With Lite by 
G. B. Buckstone, and Frontispiece by Hogarth. Crown 8vo, cloth extra 7s. 6tl. 

COLMORE.-A VALLEY OF SHADWS. By G. colmorb, Auth^ 
of “ A Conspiracy of silence." Two Vols., crown Rvo 

COLQUHOUN.-EVERY INCH A SOLDIER: A Novel. By M. T. 
Colqukoun. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, J 

CONVALESCENT COOKERY: A Family Handbook. By Catherine 
Kyan. Crown 8vo, Is.; cloth limp. Is. «d. 

CONWAY (MONCURE D.), WORKS BY. ~ “7“- 
DEMONOLOGY AND DEVIL-LORE. With 65 Illustrations. Third Edition* Two 

Vols., demy 8vo, cloth extra, 28s. 

PINFCRNnCpn T M ?Ta°nIES1 o5- 111 by W- J’ Hennessv' Sq. Rvo, cloth, Os. 
PALM. A Novel. 1 wo Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra 2Ss. 

GEORGE WASHINGTON’S RULES OF CIVILITY Traced to their Sources and 
_Restored. Fcap. 8vo, Japanese vellum, 2s. Od, 

COOK (DUTTON), NOVELS BY. \- 
Uo? Cl- ex" 3s< <i<!- post 8vo, illust, boards, 2s. 

CORNWALL.- POPULAR ROMANCES 0F~ THETWEST OFENG- 
LAND; or, The Drolls, Traditions, and Superstitions of Old Cornwall, Collected 
by Robert Hunt, PiR.Sp'Two Steel-plates by Geo.CruikshaAk.• Cr.8vo. cl. 7s. <id. 

COTES. TWO GIRLS ON A BARGE. By V. CeciL Cotes. With 
44 Illustrations by F. H, Townsend. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. «d. 

CRADDOCK.-THE PROPHET OF THE GREAT SMOKY MOUN^ 
_TAINS. By Charles Egbert Craddock, Post 8vo. illust bds„ 2s. ■ cl. limp 2s. tid 

CRIM. ADVENTURES OF A FAIR REBEL. By Matt Crim With 
a Frontispiece by Dan. Beard. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. <id- 

CRUIKSHANK’S COMIC ALMANACK. Complete in Two Series ■ 
The First from 1835 to 1843 ; the Second from 1844 to 1853. A Gatherine ot 
the Best Humour dt Thackeray, Hood, Mayhew, Albert Smith A’Beck^tt 

Robert Brough, &c. With numerous Steel Engravings and Woodcuts by Cruik* 
shank. Hike, Landells, &c. Two Vols crown 8vn cloth oil* ■»'. V UJ 

THEHlusfra(iot' Gri°RR hr CRUIKSH*NK- By Blanchard Jerrold. wftb 84 
_Illustrations and a Bibliography Crown 8vo, cloth extra (id * 

CUM1INC (C. F. CORDON), WORKSBYT Demy 8vo cl ex~i77-d-T 
IN THE HEBRIDES. With Autotype Facsim^ and “lliustVa ions each* 
IN THE HIMALAYAS AND ON THE INDIAN PLilN “ 'lustrations 

- VIA CORNWALL TO EGYPT^WinrplGti^aWre Front s, D my^o c ^ I d 

CUSSANS -A HANDWOJF-HERALDRYT^TSSaSiS 
Troaw?g Pedigrees and Deciphering Ancient MSS., &c. By John E Cussans With 

T_408 Woodcuts, Two Coloured and Two Plain Plates. CrnwYHv.cMth J.??' ,b 

CYPLES(W.)—HEARTS oTC0'LD715r^VcvcI73s76^ JT 2s" 
J)ANIEL.TMERRIE^ENGlXNDTTHE^OLDWTIME-^Si?H 
^DAN.EL.Wit^lustrations by RobertCruikmiank. Crown 

DAUDET.—ThE EVANGELIST; or, Port Salvation. By Alphonsp 

mrmi. h.'AT, " 4T^;,. °th eXtra’ 3S’ 6*-? P°s‘ 8-°- illustrated boards. 2s 
DA VENANT.—HINTS FOR PARENTS ON THF CHnirr nr a Dr.r«- 
-PESSION FOR THEIR SONS. bTf Davenan^ MA Pos.K 0 

DAVIES (DR. Ny^JTWORKE-XWVORKS BYr. 

FOODS FOR THF 8 G’“de 7 Hea,th and Disease. 
AIDS TO I,nJrHEI A7liatlsl0nC'y:P0lency, and a Dietary for its Cure. 
l-jLW .L0N^LIFE-__ Crown 8vo. 2s,; clothGimp. 2s. Gd. 

DAVIES (SIR JOHN) COMPLETE POETIC AI ^— 

G„S.„, l’ ,h’ R"' A- 
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DAWSON.—THE FOUNTAIN OF YOUTH: A Novel of Adventure. 
By Erasmus Dawson, M.B. Edited by Paul Devon. With Two Illustrations by 
Hume Nisbet. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, :5m. fad._ 

DE GUERIN.-THE JOURNAL OF MAURICE DE GUERIN. 
by G. S. Trebutien. With a Memoir by Sainte-Beuve. Translated 

Edited 
from the 

20th French Edition by Jessie P, Fkothingham. Fcap, 8vo, half-bound, 3s. Gil. 

DE MAISTRE. A JOURNEY ROUND MY ROOM. By Xavier dE 
Maistre. Translated by Henry Attwell. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 3s. fad._ 

DEMI L L E. - - A C AST L E IN SPAIN. By James De Mille. With a 
Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, :5s. Gel.; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3». 

DERBY (THE). THE BLUE RIBBON OF THE TURF: A Chronicle 
of the Race for The Derby, from Diomed to Donovan. With Notes on the Win¬ 
ning Horses, the Men who trained them, Jockeys who rode them, and Gentlemen to 
whom they belonged ; also Notices of the Betting and Betting Men of the period, and 
Brief Accounts of The Oaks. By Louis Henry Curzon. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, fas. 

DERWENT (LEITH), NOVELS BY. Cr.8vo,cl., 3s<.6cl* ea.; post 8vo,bds.,2s.ea. 
OUR LADY OF TEARS._I CIRCE’S LOVERS._ 

DICKENSTCHARLES), NOVELS BY. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
___ —   .. „ . ™ J1 I HTrtTTAr I P MTAI/T PDV 
SKETCHES BY BOZ. 
THE PICKWICK PAPERS. 

NICHOLAS NICKLEBY. 
OLIVER TWIST. 

THE SPEECHES OF CHARLEirDrCKENS, 1841-1870. With a New Bibliography. 
Edited by Richard Herne Shepherd. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 6s.—Also a 
Smaller Edition, in the Mayfair Library, post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. fad. 

ABOUT ENGLAND WITH DICKENS. By Alfred Rimmer. With 57 Illustrations 
by C. A. Vanderhoof, Alfred Rimmer, and others. Sq. 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 0<1« 

dictionaries: .. “ . _ 
A DICTIONARY OF MIRACLES: Imitative, Reansttc, and Dogmatic. By the Rev. 

E. C. Brewer, LL.D. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. fad. _ 

THE READER’S HANDBOOK OF ALLUSIONS, REFERENCES, PLOTS, AND 
STORIES. By the Rev. E. C. Brewer, LL.D. With an English Bibliography 

Fifteenth Thousand. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 7s. 6tl. .. „ 
AUTHORS AND THEIR WORKS, WITH THE DATES. Cr. 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 
FAMILIAR SHORT SAYINGS OF GREAT MEN. With Historical and Explana¬ 

tory Notes. Bv Samuel A. Bent, A.M. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 7s. fad. 
SLANG DICTIONARY : Etymological, Historical, and Anecdotal. Cr. 8vo, cl., 6s. fad. 
WOMEN OF THE DAY: A Biographical Dictionary. By F. Hays. Cr.8vo, cl., as. 

WORDS, FACTS, AND PHRASES: A Dictionary of Curious, Quaint, and Out-oi- 
the-Way Matters. By Eliezer Edwards. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 7s. fad. 

DIDEROT.—THE PARADOX OF ACTING. Translated, with Annota- 
tions, from Diderot’s “ Le Paradoxe sur le Comedien,” by Walter Herries Pollock. 

With a Preface by Henry Irving. Crown 8vo, parchment. 4s, Q«l._. 

Dobson (Austin), 'works by. 
THOMAS BEWICK & HIS PUPILS. With 95 Illustrations. Square8vo, cloth, fas. 
FOUR FRENCHWOMEN: Mademoiselle de Corday; Madame Roland; Ihe 

Princess de Lambat le ; Madame de Genus. Fcap.Svo, hf. roxburghe, 2s. fad. 
EIGHTEENTH CENTURY VIGNETTES. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, fas. [Preparing. 

DOBSON (W. T.), WORKS BY. Post 8vo, cloth limp, Sjs. Od« each. 
LITERARY FRIVOLITIES, FANCIES, FOLLIES, AND FROLICS. 
POETICAL INGENUITIES AND ECCENTRICITIES. 

WHO POISONED HETTY DUNCAN? 
A DETECTIVE’S TRIUMPHS. 
IN THE GRIP OF THE LAW. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 

DONOVAN (DICK), DETECTIVE STORIES BY. 
Post 8vo illustrated boards, 2s. each: cloth limp, 2s. fad. each; 

THE MAN-HUNTER. 
CAUGHT AT LAST! 
TRACKED AND TAKEN. _ 
THE MAN FROM MANCHESTER. With 23.Illustrations, 

:5s. fad. : post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. „_ 
TRACKED TO DOOM. With 6 full-page Illustrations by Gordon Browne. Crown 

8vo, cloth extra, :5s. fad.___ 
DRAMATTSTS, THE OLD. With Vignette Portraits. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., fas. per Vol. 

BEN JONSON’S WORKS. With Notes Critical and Explanatory, and a B10- 
eraphical Memoir by Wm. Gifford Edited by Col Cunningham. Three Vols 

CHAPMAN’S WORKS. Complete in Three Vols. Vol. I. contains the Plays 
complete; Vol. II., Poems and Minor Translations, with an Introductory Essay 
by A, C. Swinburne ; Vol. III., Translations of the Iliad and Odyssey. 

MARLOWE’S WORKS. Edited, with Notes, by Cel. Cunningham. One Vol. 
MASSINGER’S PLAYS. From Gifford’s Text. Edit. byCol.CuNNXNGHAM. OneVoL 



books published by 8 
DOYLE (CONAN).—THE FIRM OF GIRDLESTONE. By A. Conan 

Doyle, Author of “ Micah Clarke.” Crown Kvo, cloth extra, tis.__ 

DUNCAN (SARAJE ANNETTE), WORKS BY. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. Gd. each, 

A SOCIAL DEPARTURE: How Orthodocia and I Went round the World by Our¬ 
selves. With hi Illustrations by F. H. Townsend. 

AN AMERICAN GIRL IN LONDON. With 80 Illustrations by F. H. Townsend, 

DYER.—THE FOLK-LORE OF PLANTS. By Rev, T. F. Thiselton 
Dyer, M.A. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Os._ 

PARLY ENGLISH POETS.' Edited, with Introductions and Annota. 
^ tions, by Rev. A. B. Grosart, D.D. Crown 8vo, cloth boards, <is. per Volume. 

FLETCHER’S (GILES) COMPLETE POEMS. One Vol. 
DAVIES’ (SIR JOHN) COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS. Two Vols. 
HERRICK’S (ROBERT) COMPLETE COLLECTED POEMS. Three Vols. 
SIDNEY’S (SIR PHILIP) COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS. Three Vols. 

EDGCUMBE.—ZEPHYRUS : A Holiday in Brazil and on the River Plate. 
By E. R. Pearce Edgcumbe. With 41 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5s. 

EDWARDES (MRS. ANNIER NOVELS BY: 
A POINT OF HONOUR. Post Bvo, illustrated boards, Us. 
ARCHIE LOVELL. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.; post 8vo, illust. boards, Us. 

EDWARDS (ELIEZER).-WORDS, FACTS, AND PHRASES: A 
Dictionary of Curious, Quaint, and Out-ol-the-Way Matters. By Elikzer Edwards. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. Od. ____ 

EDWARDS (M. BETHAM-), NOVELS BY. 
KITTY. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3s.; cloth limp, 3s. 6d. 
FELICIA. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3s* 

EGGLESTON (EDWARD).—ROXY : A Novel. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s. 
EMANUEL.—ON DIAMONDS AND PRECIOUS STONES: Their 

History, Value, and Properties ; with Simple Tests lor ascertaining their Reality. By 
Harry Emanuel, F.R.G.S. With Illustrations, tinted and plain. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., Cm. 

ENGLISHMAN’S HOUSE, THE: A Practical Guide to all interested in 
Selecting or Building a House; with Estimates of Cost, Quantities, &c. By C. 1. 
Richardson. With Coloured Frontispiece and 6oo lllusts. Crown 8vo, cloth, 7s. Gd. 

EWALDlALEXrCHARLES, RS.A.)/ WORKS BY. 
THE LIFE AND TIMES OF PRINCE CHARLES STUART. Count of Albany 

(The Young Pretender). With a Portrait. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6(1. 
STORIES FROM THE STATE PAPERS. With an Autotype. Crown 8vo, cloth, G*. 

EYES, OUR: How to Preserve Them from Infancy to Old Age. By 
John Browning, F.R.A.S. With 70 lllusts. Eighteenth Thousand. Crown 8vo, 1m. 

TTAMILIAR SHORT SAYINGS OF GREAT MEN. By Samuel Arthur 
Bent, A.M. Fifth Edition, Revised and Enlarged. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7m. 6(1, 

Faraday (Michael), works by. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 4s. Gd. each. 
THE CHEMICAL HISTORY OF A CANDLE: Lectures delivered before a Juvenile 

Audience. Edited by William Crookes. F.C.S. With numerous Illustrations. 
ON THE VARIOUS FORCES OF NATURE, AND THEIR RELATIONS TO 

EACH OTHER. Edited by William Crookes, F.C.S. With Illustrations. 

FARRER (J. ANSON), WORKS BY. 
MILITARY MANNERS AND CUSTOMS. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 
WAR: Three Essays, reprinted from “ Military Manners.” Cr. 8vo, 1m. ; cl., 1*. Od. 

FENN (MANVILLE).—THElJEW MISTRESS : A NovelT^GT Man- 
ville Fenn, Author of “ Double Cunning,” &c. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3». tin. 

FICTION.—A CATALOGUE OF NEARLY SIX HUNDRED WORKS 
OF FICTION published by Chatto & Windus, with a Short Critical Notice of 
each (40 pages, demy 8vo), will be sent free upon application. 

FlN-BEC.—THE CUPBOARD PAPERS: Observations on the Art of 
Living and Dining. By FinBec. Post 8vo. cloth "limp, Us. <5<l. 

FIREWOEKSTTHE COMPLETE~ ART OFTITkING ;'or, The Pyro- 
technist’s Treasury. By Thomas Kentish. With 267 Illustration?. Cr. 8vo, cl., 5». 
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FITZGERALD (PERCY, M.A., F.S.A.), WORKS BY. 
THE WORLD BEHIND THE SCENES. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. <>d. 
LITTLE ESSAYS: Passages from Letters of Charles Lamb. Post 8vo, cl., 2s. 6d. 
A DAY’S TOUR: Journey through France and Belgium. With Sketches. Cr.4to, Is, 
FATAL ZERO. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. f>d. j post 8vo, illustrated boards, Ss. 

BELLA DONNA. 
POLLY. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

LADY OF BRANTOME. 
NEYER FORGOTTEN. 

LIFE OF JAMES BOSWELL (of Auchinleck). 
Doings, and Writings ; and Four Portraits. Two Vols., demy 8vo, cloth, 24s. 

THE SECOND MRS. TILLOTSON. 
SEVENTY-FIVE BROOKE STREET. 

With an Account of his Sayings, 

FLAMMARION.—URANIA : A Romance. By Camille Flammarion. 
Translated by Augusta Rice Stetson. With 87 Illustrations by De Bieler, 
Myrbach, and Gambard. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 5s.__ 

FLETCHER’S (GILES, B.D.) COMPLETE POEMS : Christ’s Victorie 
in Heaven. Christ’s Victorie on Earth, Christ’s Triumph over Death, and Minor 
Poems. With Notes by Rev. A. B. Grosart, D.D. Crown 8vo, cloth boards, Os. 

FLU DYER (HARRY) AT CAMBRIDGE : A Series of Family Letters. 
Post 8vo, picture cover. Is. ; cloth limp, Is* Od.___ 

FONBLANQUE (ALBANY).—FILTHY LUCRE. PostSvo, illust. bds,, 2s. 

FRANCILLON (R. E.), NOVELS BY. ” „ 7~ 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

ONE BY ONE. | QUEEN COPHETUA.J^A REAL QUEEN. | KING OR KNAVE? 

OLYMPIA. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s.’| ESTHER’S GLOVE. Fcap. 8vo, pict. cover Is. 
ROMANCES OF THE LAW. Crown Bvo. cloth, t>s. ; post 8vo, illust. boards, 2s. 

FREDERIC (HAROLD), NOVELS BY. 
SETH’S BROTHER’S WIFE. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
THE LAWTON GIRL. With Frontispiece by F. Barnard. Cr. 8vo, cloth ex., os.; 

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. ____. 

FRENCH LITERATURE, A HISTORY OF. By Henry Van Laun. 
Three Vols., demy 8vo, cloth boarfls. 7s. Gd. each. 

FRERE.—PANDURANG HARI; or, Memoirs of a Hindoo With Pre¬ 
face by Sir Bartle Frere. Crown 8vo, cloth. 3s. <>d.; post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s. 

FRTsWELL(HAIN).-ONE OF TWO: a Novel. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s. 

FROST (THOMAS), WORKS BY. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each. 

CIRCUS LIFE AND CIRCUS CELEBRITIES. I LIVES OF THE CONJURERS. 
THE OLD SHOWMEN AND THE OLD LONDON FAIRS. 

FRY’S (HERBERT) ROYAL GUIDE TO THE LONDON CHARITIES. 
Showing their Name, Date of Foundation, Objects, Income, Officials, &c. Edited 
by John Lane. Published Annually. Crown 8vo, cloth, 1«. <id. _ 

GARDENING BOOKS. Post 8vo. Is. each ; cloth limp, Is. 6d. each. 
« a YEAR’S WORK IN GARDEN AND GREENHOUSE: Practical Advice as to ths 

Management of the Flower, Fruit, and Frame Garden. By George Glf.nny. 
HOUSEHOLD HORTICULTURE. By Tom and Jane Jkrrold. Illustrated. 
THE GARDEN THAT PAID THE RENT. By Tom Jerrold. 

OUR KITCHEN GARDEN: The Plants we Grow, and How we Cook Them. By 
Tom Ierrold. Crown 8vo, cloth, is. 6d. 

MY GARDEN WILD, AND WHAT I. GREW THERE. By Francis G. Heath. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges. Os.___ __ 

GARRETT.—THE CAPEL GIRLS: A Novel. By Edward Garrett. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 3*. Od.; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.___ 

GENTLEMAN’S MAGAZINE, THE. Is. Monthly. In addition to the 
Articles upon subjects in Literature, science, and Art, tor which this Magazine has 
so high a reputation, “TABLE TALK” by Sylvanus Urban appears month y 

bound Volumes for recent years kept in slock, S«. fid, each Cases /or binding, 2». 

GENTLEMAN’S ^NNUAL, THE. Published Annually in November, u. 



10 BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 

GERMAN POPULAR STORIES. Collected by the Brothers Grimm 
and Translated by Edgar Taylor. With Introduction by John RusniN.and 22 Steel 
Plates after George Cruirshank. Square 8vo, cloth., <i.n, fill.; gilt edges, 7». <»<!« 

GIBBON (CHARLES), NOVELS BY. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 0(1. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards. 2s. each. 

ROBIN GRAY. | LOVING A DREAM. 
THE FLOWER OF THE FOREST. 

THE GOLDEN SHAFT. 
OF HIGH DEGREE. 

Post 8vo, illustrate 
THE DEAD HEART. 
FOR LACK OF GOLD. 

d boards. 2s. each. 
IN LOVE AND WAR. 
A HEART’S PROBLEM. 

WHAT WILL THE WORLD SAY? 
FOR THE KING. | A HARD KNOT. 
QUEEN OF THE MEADOW. 
IN PASTURES GREEN. 

BY MEAD AND STREAM. 
THE BRAES OF YARROW. 
FANCY FREE. ! IN HONOUR BOUND. 
HEART’S DELIGHT. | BLOOD-MONEY. 

GIBNEY (SOMERVILLE).—SENTENCED 1 Cr. Svo, Is. ; cl., Is. 6d. 

GILBERT (WILLIAM), NOVELS BY. Post 8vo, illustrated boards. 2». each. 
DR. AUSTIN’S GUESTS. 1 JAMES DUKE, COSTERMONGER. 
THE WIZARD OF THE MOUNTAIN. 1__ 

GILBERT (W. S.), ORIGINAL PLAYS BY. Two Series, 2s. 6d. each. 
The First Series contains; The Wicked World—Pygmalion and Galatea— 

Charity—The Princess—The Palace of Truth—Trial by Jury. 
The Second Series : Broken Hearts—Engaged—Sweethearts—Gretchen—Dan’l 

Druce—Tom Cobb—H.IvI.S. “ Pinafore"—The Sorcerer—Pirates of Penzance. 

EIGHT ORIGINAL COMIC’OPERAS written by W. S. Gilbert. Containing: 
The Sorcerer—H.M.S. “pinafore”—Pirates of Penzance—Iolanthe—Patience— 
Princess Ida—The Mikado—Trial by Jury. Demy 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. fill. 

THE “GILBERT AND SULLIVAN” BIRTHDAY BOOK: Quotations for Every 
Day in the Year, Selected irom Plays by W. S. Gilbert set to Music by Sir A. 
Sullivan. Compiled by Alex. Watson. Royal i6mo. Jap. leather, 2s. fill. 

GLANVILLEf(ERNEST), NOVELS BY. 
THE LOST HEIRESS: A Tale of Love, Battle and Adventure. With 2 IUusts. by 

Hume Nisbet. Cr. 8vo,’c!oth extra, 3s. <5il. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
THE FOSSICKER: A Romance of Mashonaland. With Frontispiece and Vignette 

by Hume Nisbet. Second Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Gil. 
GLENNY.—A YEAR’S 'WORK IN GARDEN AND-GREENHOUSE : 

Practical Advice to Amateur Gardeners as to the Management ot the Flower, Fruit, 
and Frame Garden. By George Glenny. Post Svo, In.; cloth limp, Is. <j<l. 

G0DWIN.'=LIVES~0F _THE_ NECR0MANCERS. By William God: 
win. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s.- 

GOLDEN TfiEASURYHdFTHOUGHT, THE : An Encyclopedia of 
'dotations. Edited by Theodore Taylor. Crown Svo. cloth gilt, 7s. 

GOWING.—FI VETHOUSANDMILES IN XSLEDGE : A Midwinter 
turney Across Siberia. By Lionel F. Gowing. With 30 Illustrations by C. J. 

Uren, and a Map by E. Wfller. Large crown 8vo, cloth extra, 

GRAHAM^THE PROFESSORS-WIFE: A Story By Leonard 
Graham. Fcap. 8vo, picture cover. Is. 

GREEKS—AND—ROMANS, “THE “TFFE OF THErTescribed from 
Antique Monuments. By Ernst Guhl and W. Koner. Edited by Dr. F. Huekfkr. 
With 541 Illustrations. Large crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. fill. 

GREENWOOD (JAMES), )VORKS BY. Cr.8vo, cloth extra, 3». (id. each. 
THE WILDS OF LONDON. | LOW-LIFE DEEPS. 

GREV1LLE (HENRY), NOVELS BY: 
NIKANOR. Translated by Eliza E. Chase. With 8 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 

cloth extra, fin.; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2*. 
A NOBLE WOMAN. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, •'in.; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2*. 

Griffith, corinthia marazion : A Novel. By Cecil Grif- 
fith, Author of “ Victory Deane/' &c. Three Vols., crown 8vo. 

JTABBERTON (JOHNr Author of “ Helen’s Babies”), NOVELS BY. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards 2a. each : cloth limp, 2i. G<1« each. 

BRUETON’S BAYOU. | COUNTRY LUCK, 
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HAIR, THE: Its Treatment in Health, Weakness, and Disease. Trans¬ 
lated from the German of Dr. J. Pincus. Crown 8vo, Is.; cloth limp, Is. 6<l. 

HAKeT(DR. THOMASGORD0N), POEMS BY. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., Ga. each. 

NEW SYMBOLS. i LEGENDS OF THE MORROW. \ THE SERPENT PLAY, 

MAIDEN ECSTASY. Small 4to, cloth extra, 8s. 

HALL.—SKETCHES OF IRISH CHARACTER. By Mrs. S. C. Hall. 
With numerous Illustrations on Steel and Wood by Maclise, Gilbert, Harvey, and 
George Cruikshank. Medium 8vo. cloth extra, 7s. <i«I. 

HALLIDAY (ANDR^.—EVERY-DAY PAPERS. Post 8vo, bds., 2s. 
HANDWRITING, THE PHILOSOPHY OF. With over ioo Facsimiles 

and Explanatory Text, By Don Felix de Salamanca. Post 8vo, cloth limp. 2s. <>«. 

HANKY-PANKY : A Collection of Very Easy Tricks, Very Difficult 
Tricks, White Magic, Sleight of Hand. &c. Edited by W. H. Cremer. With 200 
Illustrations, Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 4s. <>«!. 

HARDY TlADY DUFFUS). - PAUL WYNTER’S SACRIFICE. By 
I Dui'i'ns Harpy. Posr *vo, illustrated boards, 2*. 

HARDY (THOMAS). - UNDER THE GREENWOOD TREE. By 
i homas H*kdy, Author ot “ Far from the Madding Crowd ” With Portrait and 15 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3a. Gd»; post Syo, illustrated boards, 2a. 

HARWOOD.—THE TENTH EARL. By J. Berwick Harwood. Post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 2*.__ 

HAWeTs (MRS. II. R.), WORKS BY.” Square 8vo, cloth extra, Os. each. 
THE ART OF BEAUTY. With Coloured Frontispiece and 91 Illustrations. 
THE ART OF DECORATION. With Coloured Frontispiece and 74 Illustrations. 
CHAUCER FOR CHILDREN. With 8 Coloured Plates and 30 Woodcuts. 

THE ART OF DRESS. With 32 Illustrations. Post 8vo, In. ; cloth, Is. Gil, 
CHAUCER FOR SCHOOLS. Demy 8vo cloth limp, 2a. <>d. 

HAWeIS (Rev. H. R.,M.A.). -AMERICAN HUMORISTS : Washington 
Irving Oliver Wendell Holmes^ James Russell Lowell, Artemus Ward, 
Mark Twain, and Bret Harte. Third Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. Ga. 

HAWLEY SMART. WITHOUT LOVE OR LICENCE: A Novel. By 
Hawley Smart. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 3a. G<1*; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2a. 

HAWTHORNE.—OUR OLD HOME. By Nathaniel Hawthorne. 
vnnotaied with Passages from the Author’s Note-book, and Illustrated with 31 

Phot 'eravures. Two Vols., crown 8vo buckram, gilt top, 15a« 

HAWTHORNE (JULIAN), NOVELS BY. 
Crown. 5vo, clotn extra, ,‘i*. Gst. each ; post bvo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

GARTH. | ELLICE QUENTIN. 
SEBASTIAN STROUE. 
FORTUNE’S FOOL. 

BEATRIX RANDOLPH. ‘ DUST. 
DAVID POINDEXTER. 
THE SPECTRE OF THE CAMERA. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
MISS CADOGNA. | LOYE-OR A NAME. 

MRS. GAINSBOROUGH’S DIAMONDS. Fcap. 8vo, Illustrated cover, Is. 
A DREAM AND A FORGETTING. Post Bvo, cloth limp, Is. <>«l. 

HEATH.—MY GARDEN WILD, AND WHAT I GREW THERE. 
By Francis George Heath. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, Os. 

HELPS (SIR ARTHUR), WORKS"BY. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2a. Gd. each. 
ANIMALS AND THEIR MASTERS.J SOCIAL PRESSURE. 

IYAN DE BIRON : A Novel. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 3a. Gd.; post 8vo, illust. bds,, 2a. 

HENDERSON.- AGATHA PAGE : A Novel. By Isaac Henderson. 
• rowrrSv oioth Gd. __ 

HERMAN. A LEADING . LADY. Py Hh-nrv DfrAan. joim-Aiithor 
ot i .;io v-. ; • : C-.; c ■ • j i, Gd. 



books published by ti 

HERRICK’S (ROBERT) HESPERIDES, NOBLE NUMBERS, AND 
COMPLETE COLLECTED POEMS. With Memorial-Introduction and Notes by the 
Rev. A. B. Gkosart, D.D.; Steel Portrait. &c. Three Vois., crown 8vo, cl. bds„ I So. 

HERTZKA—FREELAND : A Social Anticipation. By Dr- Theodcr 
Hertzk*. Translated by Arthur Ransom. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s._ 

HESSE-WARTEGG.—TUNIS : The Land and the People. By Chevalier 
Ernst von Hesse-Wartegg. With 22 Illustrations. Cr, 8vo, cloth extra, .{w. Q«.. 

HINDLEY (CHARLES), WORKS BY. ~ . ... 
TAVERN ANECDOTES AND SAYINGS: Including Reminiscences connected with 

Coffee Houses, Clubs, &c. With Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3 s. till. 
THE LIFE AND ADVENTURES OF A CHEAP JACK. Ey One ok the Fra¬ 

ternity. Edited by Charles Hindley. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3*. «>tl._ 

HOEY.—THE LOVER’S CREED. By Mrs. Cashel Hoey. Post Svo, 2s. 

HOLLINGSHEAlT(JOHN).—NIAGARA SPRAY. Crown Svo, Is. 

HOLMES.—THE SCIENCE OF VOICE PRODUCTION AND VOICE 
PRESERVATION. By Gordon Holmes, M.D. Crown 8vo, In.; cloth. 1m. U«l._ 

HOLMES (OLIVER WENDELL), WORKS BY. 
THE AUTOCRAT OF THE BREAKFAST-TABLE. Illustrated by J. Gordon 

Thomson. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 12s. «<1.—Another Edition, in smaller type, with 
an Introduction by G. A. Sala. Post Svo, cloth limp, Us. 

THE PROFESSOR AT THE BREAKFAST-TABLE. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 3s. 

HOOD’S (THOMAS) CHOICE WORKS, in Prase and Verse. With Life 
of the Author, Portrait, and coo Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. Cd. 

HOOD’S WHIMS AND ODDITIES. With 85 Illustrations. Post Svo, printed on 
laid paper and half-bound, Us. _ 

HOOD (TOM).—FROM NOWHERE TO THE NORTH POLE: A 
Noah’s Arkasological Narrative. By Tom Hood. With 25 Illustrations by W. Bkunton 
and E. C. Barnes. Square 8vo, clolh extra, gilt edges, Cs._ 

HOOK’S (THEODORE) CHOICE HUMOROUS WORKS ; including his 
Ludicrous Adventures, Bons Mots, Puns, and Hoaxes. With Lile of the Author, 
Portraits, Facsimiles, and Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7«. <»d._ 

HOOPER.—THE HOUSE OF RABY: A Novel. By Mrs. George 
Hooper. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, tis.__ 

HOPKINS.—“’TWIXT LOVE AND DUTY:’’ A Novel. By Tighe 
Hqpkins. Post 8vo, illustrated boards. Us._ 

HORNE. — ORION: An Epic Poem. By Richard Hengist Horne. 
With Photographic Portrait bv Summhrs. Tenth Edition. Cr.8vo, cloth extra. 7*. 

HORSE (THEfAND HIS RIDER: An Anecdotic Medley. By " Thor- 
manby.” Crown Svo, cloth extra, Os._ 

HUNT.-ESSAYS BYLEIGH HUNT: A Tale for a Chimney Corner, 
&c. Edited bv I- D vitiNn Ollier. Post 8vo, printed on laid paper and half-bd., '£*. 

HUNT (MRS. ALFRED), NOVELS BY. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 3*. <>d. each: post 8vo,illustrated hoards. 3*. each. 

THE LEADEN CASKET. | SELF-CONDEMNED. | THAT OTHER PERSON. 

THORNICROFT’S MODEL. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2*. 

HUTCHISON.—HINTS ON COLT-BREAKING. By W. M. Hutchison. 
With 25 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3*. Od. 

HYDROPHOBIA: An Account of M. Pasteur's System. Containing 
a Translation of all his Communications on the Subject, the Technique ot his 
Method, and Statistics. By Renaud Suzor, M.B. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, <»»._ 

TDLER (THE) : A Monthly Magazine. Edited by Jerome K. Jerome 
* end Robert E. Barr. Profusely Illustrated. Sixpence Monthly. 

INGELOW (JEANL—FATED TO BE FREE. With 24 Illustrations 
by G. J. Pinwell. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 3x. fill.; post 8vo, illustrated boards, ti». 

INDOOR PAUPERS. By One of Them. Crown8vo, Is.; cloth, is. 6d. 
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IRISH WIT AND HUMOUR, SONGS OF. Collected and Edited by 
A. Perceval Graves. Post Kvo. cloth limp. 2s. 6<I.- EVAL VjKAvro. i ~--—-_----- — 

__ XROMANCEWraE QUEEN'S HOUNDS. By 
U James. Pngt Svn. picture cover. Is.; cloth limp, 1 *. Oy--____—— 
TAMES.- 

Charles 

w James. Post 8vo, picture cover, -----,TJ 

JANVTER.—PRACTICAL KERAMICS FOR STUDENTS. ByCATHERi. 
A. Janvier. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Os. - 

JAY (HARRIETT), NOVELS BY, 
THE DARK COLLEEN. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

THE QUEEN OF CONNAUGHT. 
THE DARK COLLtifin. _ -—--- 

—- 

JENNINGS (H. J.), WORKS BY. 
CURIOSITIES OP CRITICISM;..Post 8vo clothCr. 8vo, cl>. 
LORD TENNYSON : A Biographical Sketch. With a Ptioto„ray_J-__!.- 

JERROLD (TOM), WORKS BY. Post!Bvo, Is. each; cloth limp, 1 a. Od. each. 

ffiFtcSwni.n” HOOTICULTOR ™ A^ssfo abontP lowers I”ns^atedJ 6<|> 
OUR KITCHENGARDEN: The Plants^n^Howj^CookT^em. Cr , - 

JESSE.—SCENES AND OCCUPATIONS OF A COUNTRY LIFE. y 
Edward Jesse. Post 8vo, cloth limp, -»*■_------- 

JONESTwILLIAM, F.S.A.), WORKS BY. . c4r'8v°’ f: 
FINGER-RING LORE: Historical, Legendary, and Anecdotal. With y 3 

lustrations. Second Etonb Revised “^'Jarg d. SeameDt { 
C^E^^^^^S’y^^j^^^jLeUer^UAdnatio^n,CExorcising and Blessing of Antmals, 

cr6» sss A 

ham Three Vols., crown 3vo, cloth extra, Ow. each.--- 

JOsinmTHE COMPLETEi WORKS 0AT^U.rfb^w»»TO». 

TYEMPT^PENCIL AND PALETTE : Chapters on Art and Artists. By 

■1A Robert Kfmpt. Post Bvo, cloth limp, (»«!•___— 

KEmawl.-.oo^rmiS JBJEBSgiJSar 

KISgTR. ASHE), NOVELS BY. Cr J~£ 

* DB1W“ “"E- P«8^Tsi^is.„tri.rR« 
_PASSION’S SLAYE._!_BLLLBARRY.-- 

NUMBER SEVENTEEN. Crown 8vo,cloth extra, .t<. <>il.---__-- 

trviPHTS ( rHF.l Ot THE LION 1 a Romance of the Thirteenth Century. 
KNSSI v(«hf KSLc” n, byVhe Mar9uEss ot Lorne, K.l. Cr. Wo, cl. ex, O.. 
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KNIGHT. — THE PATIENT’S VADE MECUM: Howto Get Most 

femp. 8® MR'C-S" and Edwaru 

LAMB’S (CHARLES) COMPLETE^WORKsTlit' Prose and Verse 
including Poetry tor Children ” and “ Prince Dorus.” Edited with Notes and 
Il;‘r°d“i10n. by K H. Shepherd. With Two Portraits and Facsimile of a na"e 

XHE° ESSAYSSOP°FnflSt p^V’ h Cr°Wn 8v,0’ ha)f-bound, 7h. Oil. ‘ P 8 
LITTLP pqsaVRF. c,L (A; Post 8vo, printed on laid paper and half-bound, 3«. 

ofo,^rtLPEs3EA^seiec,ed frora his 
1HE DRAMATIC ESSAYS OP CHARLES LAMB. With introduction and Notes 

._by Brandf.r Matthews, and Steel-plate Portrait, Fean 8vn hf h° it?. 

LANDOR.—CITATION AND EXAMINATION OF Win I AM SHAW*;' 

Feap. 8vo, half-Roxburghc, 3w. Oil. ’ 59^‘ y Walter Savage Landor. 

LANK-THE THOUSAND~iAND ONE NIGHTS commonly cai^dhi 
England THE ARABIAN NIGHTS’ ENTERTAINMFNTS t. t ( <1 

iZ21agi_b.y STANLEY Lane-Poolk. Three Vols., demy 8vo, cloth extra. 7s. fid. each. 

3 vols. LARDER.--A SINNER^SENTENCE : A Novel. By A. Harder 
LARWOOD (JACOB), WORKS BY. ~-““- 

AnIcDOTBS Op\HHELCLEDR°GY ■ AhhKfaA- Wlth.dluats. Cr. 8vo, el. extra. 3*. 0,1. 
the Cloth lU?™SG,Y: } bn Antiquities, Humours, and Eccentricities of 
tne Cloth, i ost Hvo, punted^on laid paper and half-bound 3.i 

LL™IL(oH£NKY S-)’ WORKS BY. ' - 

< J0.HN)- _ THEJLINDSAYS ; A Romance. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s. 
L1F£.,.1N £0N®0N ; or, The History of Jerry Hawthorn and Cor- 

With Cruikshank s Coloured Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
_[New Edition preparing. 

inthian Tom. 
7h. «,l. 

fAffivs!£fr 'N'c“u,f 
THE* WORLD WELLALOSlhNDAS‘ | PAST0N CAREW> MlllIoS & Miser. 

TIIF ppppr nn J^l3strate<^ b°ards, ‘Jw. each. 

“sbbbe ^sssskm 
LUCY. GIDEON FLEYCE : A Novel. By Henry 'W \LiJcy■ Crown 

bvo cloth extra, :tn. 0,1.; post 8vo. illustrated boards, 3^ * ' Cr°Wn 

LUvIAD 0F CAMOENS. Translated into English Spenserian 
^ersiiby Roukrt Frrknch Dupe. With „ Plains. Demy 8vo“clo,h boffin. 

]^[ACALPINE (AVERY), NOVELS BY ~- 

EDNORRWHITLOCBf' C^wu^vo^h c^O™11013, Cr°WD 8v°'^ eitra' 
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cfnera^E^ection of 1880 Four Vols. demy 8vo, cloth extra, 12s. cach.-Also 

x^SVwoVoU:, 

A HISTORY OF THE FOUR GEORGES. Four Vols. demy 8,0,. clot a extra, 

12s. each. _:-:- , , .. , 
Crown 8vm cloth extra, 3s. 6,1. each, post 8*. gratedl board, 2s. each. 

THE WATERDALE NEIGHBOURS, 
MY ENEMY’S DAUGHTER. 
A FAIR SAXON. 
LINLEY ROCHFORD. 
DEAR LADY DISDAIN. 
“ THE RIGHT HONOURABLE. *- 

Praed. Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 6s. 

MISS MISANTHROPE. 
DONNA QUIXOTE. c,T^„0„1T 
THE COMET OF A SEASON. 
MAID OF ATHENS. 
CAMIOLA: A Girl with a Fortune. 

By Justin McCarthy, M.P.,and Mrs.CAMPBELL- 

MeCARTHY (JUSTIN H., M.P.), WORKS BY. & readv_ 

HAFIZ IN LONDON: Poems. Small 8vd, gold cloth, 3s. *>« . 
HARLEQUINADE: Poems. Small 4to. Japanesejvellum, 8s.- - 
OUR SENSATION NOVEL. Crown 8vo, picture cover Is., cloth limp, 
DOOM! An Atlantic Episode. Crown 8vo, picture cover, • 6<I> 
DOLLY : A Sketch. Crown 8vo, picture cover, Is. vdotl * u “ ls. 0,|. 
LILY LASS: A Romance. Crown 8vo, picture cover. Is., tu i i jUSTIN H. 
THE THOUSAND AND ONE DAYS: Persian Tales. Edited Dy jus 

McCarthy. Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extia, l^s.- 

Vol. I. Within and Without,—The Hidden Life Sonnets.-Organ Songs. 
,, II. The Disciple.—The Gospel Women -Book ^ Dreams.- 

III. Violin Songs.—Songs ok the Days and Nights, a cook u* 

* Roadside Poems.—Poems for Children. 

„ IV. Parables.—Ballads.—Scotch Songs. VIj The Portent. 

* V. & VI. Phantastes: A Faerie Romance. I • • 

„VIU. The Light Princess—The Cunt sJ5the Carasovn —Little Daylight 

11 'x Th°SCruel°Painter!—'Snt'Wov^o^'r'ivven. The Castle.-Tke Broken 
„ X. I he *-Ruel _Uncle Cornelius. 

the COI^PI^TB^^ETIClLLrTftlORKS^pF-DNT^GEORQE MACDONALD Col- 

a ge°kL mac- 
Donald. Post 8vo, cloth, 5s._____ 

MACDONELL.-QUAKER COUSINS : A Novel. Bv Agnes Macdonell. 

(Town 8vo, cloth extra, :5s. «d.; post 8vo, .llnstratedboards^s.-_-__ 

MArrRPflOT? _PASTIMES AND PLAYERS: Notes on Popular 
MAS Hy koBERT MaVgri^or. Post Svo. doth lintp, 2S. -_ 
MACKAY.- INTERLUDES AND UNDERTONES; or, Mustc at Twilight. 

By Charles Mackay, LLJL Crown Svo. cioth extra,_ »• i[CTt-; [-.- 

macttYjp1 PORTRAIT GALLERY (THE) OF ILLUSTRIOUS LITi- > 
M AARYISCHARACTERS: 85 PORTRAITS; whh ~ talf of 

gSggg#, ^Bvo. do* 

1VT ArQITffTDmVlRS ) WORKS BY. Square 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. each. 

THROUGH^NORMANDY^Wit^'gs^IRustrations byT. R. MacCuoid, and a Map. 
THROUGH BRITTANY:- With 35 Illustrations by TR MACQUOiD, and a Map. 
ABOUT YORKSHIRE. With 67 Illustrations by R R. Macquoip. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2*. each. 

THE EVIL EYE, and other Stories. | LOST ROSE. 
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MAGIC LANTERN, THE, and its Management: including full Practical 
S'fdM “rJt Pfoduucing the L“"e'ifht> “?,kinS Oxygen Gas, „nd preparing Lantern 
h.ides. By T, C Hrpworth, With io Illustrations Cr. 8vo. Is.; cloth Is. Od. 

MAGICIAN’S OWN BOOK, THE : Performances with Cups and Balls, 
pf^»-tlatrjr!r,andkT?ircl'le(s-’ &c‘ ^Al1 lrom actual Experience. Edited by W. H. 

— . ..R.E.MER' ^lth:20a Illustrations, Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 4s. Od. * 

MAGNA CHARTA : An Exact Facsimile of the Original in the British 
^^^luseunhjjeet by 2 leet, with Arms and Seals emblazoned in Gold and Colours 5s. 

MALLOCK (W. H.), WORKS^BYT-- 

THE NEW paEmU* viCpftTPw?*8vg' P.icture cover. doth limp, 2s. Od. 

:8a.° °a aa Post 8v°- clotb' *8- 6d- 
_JS LIFE WORTH LIVING? Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

MAKim°ARrS W, THOMAS) MORT~~DrARTHURT~The Stories ot 
King Arthur and of the Knights of the Kound Table. (A Selection ) Edited bv B 

_Montgomerie Ranking. Post 8vo, cloth limp 2s. ' c,auea Dy 

MARK TWAIN, WORKS BYT“Crown 8vo, cloth extra 7s Cd each- 

R A- Fraser A YANKEE AT THE COURT OF KING ARTHUR.97 With Illnsts bv Bfard 

the <illustrated). 6d. each; post 8vo, illnst. boards. 2s. each. ' 

THETGILDED>AGES "TWAIN'S PLEASURE TRIp1)D3’ 

PISS l,r W "h—~ 
aiwT7VTrTS9D MISSISSIPPI. With 300 Illustrations. 
ADVENTURES OF HUCKLEBERRY FINN. With 17a Ulusts. hv E W „ 

TCufF N^W ifrr rFo mTovo^ illustrated boards! 3. KE“BLE- 
THE SJMFRtrS1J?»EiNT’ &c* Cr' 8vo’ cl-t '>'• 5 post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s. 
THE AMERICAN CLAIMANT: The Adventures of Mulberry Sellers with 

p;—- °*!?!er0US ^lustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Od. [Preparing 

***** 

-OPEN 1 SESAME 1 |_ 

MASSINGER’S PLAYS. From the Text of William Gifford. Edited 
by Col. Cunningham. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. Os. 

MASTERMAN.-HALF.-A-DOZEN DAUGHTERSTXNoveL-By T 
Masterman. Post 8vo, illustrated hoards, ^ 

^ApTTHEWS. — ASECRET OF THE SEA, &c. By Grander Matthews. 
Post 8vo, illustrated hoards. 2s.: cloth limp, 2s. Od. 

M™lo)XoNcharacters and the'humorous^stde 
, UFE,_B-V Henry Mayhew. With Ulusts. Crown ovo, cloth, 3s. <„c 

MEBiw^h.vlPpF^LIC|if : Poems by Adah Isaacs Menken. With Biographical Preface, Illustrations by F. E. Lummis and F. O C Darlfy -nd 
^F^mi^_ofa^LetterJrom Charles Dickens. Small 4tn, cloth eitra, 7s. Od.' “ d 

WH0 WAS GO0D. By~XioNARD' Merrick 
Author of Vtolet Moses,” &c. Two Vols„ crown 8vo. ' 

MEXICANMUSTANG (ON A), through Texas to the Rio Grande. By 
SjTTt-^*., .S^ELand Armoy Knox- With 26s Ulusts. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra 7*. Od 

TOUCHAHDlfo. \ NOVELS BY. bold,. 

F, Fenwick Miller, With numerous Illustrations. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2*.@d. 
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MILTON (J. L.), WORKS BY. Post 8vo, 1 s. each ; cloth, Is. Gd. each. 
THE HTGIENE OF THE SKIN. With Directions for Diet, Soaps, Baths, &c. 
THE BATH IN DISEASES OF THE SKIN. 
THE LAWS OF LIFE, AND THEIR RELATION TO DISEASES OF THE SKIN. 

THE SUCCESSFUL TREATMENT OF LEPROSY. Deray 8vo, Is. 

MINTO (WM.)—WAS SHE GOOD OR BAD? Cr. 8vo, ls77cloth, ls.6d. 
MOLESWORTH (MRS.), NOVELS BY. 

HATHERCOURT RECTORY. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
THAT GIRL IN BLACK. Crown 8vo, cloth, 1». Gd. 

MOORE (THOMAS), WORKS BY. 
THE EPICUREAN; and ALCIPHRON. Post 8vo, half-bound, 2s. 
PROSE AND YERSE, Humorous, Satirical, and Sentimental, by Thomas Moore ; 

with Suppressed Passages from the Memoirs of Lord Bvron. Edited by R. 
Herne Shepherd. With Portrait. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. Oil. 

MUDDOCK (J. E.), STORIES BY. 
STORIES WEIRD AND WONDERFUL. Post 8vo, illust. boards, 2s.; cloth, 2s. <5<l. 
THE DEAD MAN’S SECRET; or, The Valley of Gold. With Frontispiece by 

F. Barnard. Crown 8vo cloth extra, 5s.; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s* 
MAID MARIAN AND ROBIN HOOD: A Romance of Old Sherwood Forest. With 

12 Illustrations by Stanley L. Wood. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5s. [Shortly. 

MURRAY (D. CH RISTI E)~NOVELS-BY~ 
Crown 8vu, cloth extra 3s. fill, each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards. 2s. each 

A LIFE’S ATONEMENT. 
JOSEPH’S COAT. 
COALS OF FIRE. 
YAL STRANGE. 

HEARTS. 
WAY OF THE WORLD 
A MODEL FATHER. 
OLD BLAZER’S HERO 

BY THE GATE OF THE SEA. 
A BIT OF HUMAN NATURE. 
FIRST PERSON SINGULAR. 
CYNIC FORTUNE. 

MURRAY (D. CHRISTIE) & HENRY HERMAN, WORKS BY. 
ONE TRAVELLER RETURNS. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Os.; post 8vo, illustrated 

boards, 2s, - 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, .’is. Gd. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. earh. 

PAUL JONES’S ALIAS. With 13 Illustrations by A. Forestiek and G. Nicolet. 

THE BISHOPS’ BIBLE.__ 

MURRAY (HENRY), NOVELS BY. 
A GAME OF BLUFF. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.; cloth, 2s. Gd. 
A SONG OF SIXPENCE. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 2s. Od._ 

NISBET (HUME); BOOKS BY. 
“BAIL UP!” A Romance of Bushrangers and Blacks. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., 3s. Od. 
LESSONS IN ART. With 21 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 2s. Gd. 
WHERE ART BEGINS. With 27 Illusts. Square 8vo, cloth extra, 7s.Gel. [Shortly, 

novelists." -half-hours_with the “best novelists of 
THE CENTURY. Edit, by H. T. Mackenzie Bell. Cr.8vo, cl., 3s. Gd. [Preparing. 

P/CONNORT^LORD^BEACONSFIELD: A Biography. By T. P. 
^ O Connor, M.P. Sixth Edition, with an Introduction. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5a* 

0’HANLON“7ALICE),"iNOVELS BY7 Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
THE UNFORESEEN. I CHANCE? OR FATE?_ 

Oil NET (GEORGES), NOVELS BY. 
DOCTOR RAMEAU. Translated by Mrs. Cashel Hoey. With q Illustrations by 

E. Bayard. Crown Svo, cloth extra, ; post 8vo, illustrated boards,2m* 
A LAST LOVE. Translated by Albert D. Vandam. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5*.; 

po«t Hvo. illustrated boards. 2s. 
A WEIRD GIFT. Translated bv Albert D. Vandam. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. Gd.; 

post 8vo, illustrated boards. 2s._ 

OLIPHANT (MRS.), NOVELS BY.- Post 8vo. illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
THE PRIMROSE PATH. | THE GREATEST HEIRESS IN ENGLAND. 

WHITELADIES. With Illustrations by Arthur Hopkins and Henry Woods, 
A.R. a. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s«6dij post Svo. illustrated boards, 2a*_ 

O'REILLY (HARRINGTON)!—FIFTY YEARS ON THE TRAIL: Ad- 
ventures of John Y. Nelson. Bv Harrington O’Reilly. With 100 Illustrations by 

Paul Frenzeny. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3ft* 6d*_ 

O'REILLY (MRS.).~--PHOEBE’S FORTUNES. Post Svo, (llnst. bds., 2s. 
O’SHAUGHNESSY (ARTHUR), POEMS BY. 

LAYS OF FRANCE, thrown Svo. cloth extra, 1 On. Gd. 
MUSIC AND MOO.ILIGHT. Fcap. »vo. cloth extra. 7». fid. 
BQNGS OF A WORKER, Fcap. 8vo, cloth extra, 7". 0*1. 
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Cr. 8vo, cl., 3s. G<I. each; post 8vo, illust.bds., 3s* each. 
FOLLE-FARINE. 
A DOG OF FLANDERS. 
PASCAREL. 
TWO LITTLE WOODEN 

SHOES. 
S1GNA. 
IN A WINTER CITY. 
ARIADNE. 
FRIENDSHIP. 

MOTHS. 
PIPISTRELLO. 
A VILLAGE COMMUNE. 
IN MAREMMA. 
BIMBI. 
WANDA. 
FRESCOES. | OTHMAR. 
PRINCESS NAPRAXINE. 
GUILDEROY. I RUFFINO. 

OUIDA, NOVELS BY. 
HELD IN BONDAGE. 
TRICOTRIN. 
STRATHMORE. 
CHANDOS. 
CECIL CASTLE MAINE’S 

GAGE. 
1DALIA. 
UNDER TWO FLAGS. 
PUCK. _ 
SYRLIN. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 3s. 4i«l.; post.8vo, illustrated boards, 3s. 
SANTA BARBARA, &c. Second Edition. Square 8vo, cloth extra, tis. 
WISDOM, WIT, AND PATHOS, selected from the Works of Ouida by F. Sydney 

Morris. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 5s. Cheap Edition, illustrated boards, 3s._ 

PAGE (HA.), WORKS BY. 
THOREAU : His Life and Aims. With Portrait. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 3s. ««I. 
ANIMAL ANECDOTES. Arranged on a New Principle. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5s. 

PARLiAMENTARY ELECTIONS AND- ELECTIONEERING, A HIS- 
TORY OF, from the Stuarts to Queen Victoria. By Joseph Grego. A New Edition, 
with 93 Illustrations. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. G<1.__ 

PASCAL’S PROVINCIAL LETTERS. A New Translation, with His¬ 
torical Introduction and Notes by T. M'Crie, D.D. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 3**-_ 

PAUL.—GENTLE AND SIMPLE. By Margaret A. Paul. With Trontis- 
piece by Helen Paterson., Crown 8vo, cloth, 3*. 6<I.; post 8vo, illust. boards. 3a. 

PAYN (JAMES), NOVELS BYT 
Crown 8vo. cloth extra. 1!«. 4>cl. each; 

LOST SIR MASSINGBERD. 
WALTER’S WORD. 
LESS BLACK THAN WE’RE 

PAINTED. 
BY PROXY. 
HIGH SPIRITS. 
UNDER ONE ROOF. 
A CONFIDENTIAL AGENT. 

post 8vo. illustrated boards. 3«. each. 
A GRAPE FROM A THORN. 
FROM EXILE. 
THE CANON’S WARD. 
THE TALK OF THE TOWN. 
HOLIDAY TASKS. 
GLOW-WORM TALES, 
THE MYSTERY OF MIRBRIDGE. 
THE WORD AND THE WILL. 

Post 8vo, illustrated 
HUMOROUS STORIES. 
THE FOSTER BROTHERS. 
THE FAMILY SCAPEGRACE, 
MARRIED BENEATH HIM. 
BENTINCK’S TUTOR. 
A PERFECT TREASURE. 
A COUNTY FAMILY. 
LIKE FATHER, LIKE SON. 
A WOMAN’S VENGEANCE. 
CARL YON’S YEAR. CECIL’S TRYST. 
MURPHY’S MASTER. 
AT HER MERCY. 

boards, 3a. each. 
THE CLYFFARDS OF CLYFFS. 
FOUND DEAD. 
GWENDOLINE’S HARVEST. 
A MARINE RESIDENCE. 
MIRK ABBEY.l SOME PRIVATE VIEWS. 
NOT WOOED, BUT WON. 
TWO HUNDRED POUNDS REWARD. 
THE BEST OF HUSBANDS. 
HALVES. | THE BURNT MILLION. 
FALLEN FORTUNES. 
WHAT HE COST HER. 
KIT: A MEMORY. | FOR CASH ONLY. 

With ly 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 4><l. each. 

IN PERIL AND PRIVATION : Stories of Marine Adventure Re-told. 
Illustrations. 

SUNNY STORIES, and some SHADY ONES. With a Frontispiece by Fred. 
Barnard. __ 

NOTES FROM THE “NEWS.” Crown Svo, portrait cover, la.; cloth, la. <>»1. 

PENNELL (H. CHOLMONDELEYL WORKS BY. Post 8vo,cl.,3a. 4><l.each. 
PUCK ON PEGASUS. With illustrations. , „ 
PEGASUS RE-SADDLED. With Ten full-page Illustrations by G. Du Maurier. 
THE MUSES OF MAYFAIR. Vers de Societe, Selected by H, C, Pennell._ 

Phelps (e. stuart), works by. Post 8vo, la. each; cloth, la. Od.each. 
BEYOND THE GATES. By the Author I AN OLD MAID’S PARADISE, 

of ” The Gates Ajar.” | BURGLARS IN PARADISE. 

JACK THE FISHERMAN. Illustrated by C. wTrked. Cr. Svo. la.; cloth, la. «<l. 

PIRKIS (C. L.), NOVELS BY. 
TROOPING WITH CROWS. Fcap. 8vo, picture cover, la. 
LADY LOVELACE, Post bvo, illustrated boards, 3». 
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PLANCHE (J. R.), WORKS BY. 
THE PURSUIVANT OF ARMS; or, Heraldry Founded upon Facts. With 

Coloured Frontispiece, Five Plates, and zog Illusts. Crown 8vo, cloth, 7s. Gd. 
SONGS AND POEMS, 1819-1879. Introduction by Mrs. Mackarness. Cr. 8vo, cl., 45s. 

PLUTARCH’S LIVES OF ILLUSTRIOUS MEN. Translated from the 
Greek, with Notes Critical and Historical, and a Life of Plutarch, by John and 
William Langhorne. With Portraits. Two Vols., demy 8vo, half-bound, 10s. 6d. 

POErSTEDGAR ALLANyCHOICElVORKST^ Prose and Poetry, intro¬ 
duction by Chas. Baudelaire, Portrait, and Facsimiles. Cr. 8vo, cloth, '7s. Gd, 

THE MYSTERY OF MARIE ROGET, &c. Post 8vo. illustrated boards, 2s. 

POPE’S POETICAL WORKS. Post Svo, cloth limp, 2S. 

PRICE (E. C.), NOVELS BY. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6<l. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards. 2s. each. 

VALENTINA. | THE FOREIGNERS._|_MRS. LANCASTER’S RIVAL. 
GERALD. Post 8vo, illustrated boards. 2s. 

PRINCESS OLGA.—RADNA; or, The Great Conspiracy of 1881. J3y 
the Princess Olga. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 6*.___ 

PROCTOR (RICHARD A., B.A.), WORKS BY. 
FLOWERS OF TKE SKY. With 55 Illusts. Small crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s, 6e3. 
EASY STAR LESSONS. With Star Maps for Every Nigh in the Year, Drawings 

of the Constellations, &c Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Os. 
FAMILIAR SCIENCE STUDIES. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s, 
SATURN AND ITS SYSTEM. With 13 Steel Plates. Demy 8vo, cloth ex., lOs. 6«E. 
MYSTERIES OF TIME AND SPACE. With Illustrations. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 
THE UNIVERSE OF SUNS. With numerous Illustrations. Cr. 8vo, cloth ex., 6s. 
WAGES AND WANTS OF SCIENCE WORKERS. Crown 8vo, Is. 6d._ 

PRYCE. MISS MAXWELL’S AFFECTIONS. By Richard Pryce, 
Author of “ No Impediment.” With a Frontispiece by Hal Ludlow. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 3s. Gd._ 

T3AMB0SS0N.—POPUTAITASTRONOMY. By J. Rambosson, Laureate 
of the Institute of France. With numerous Illusts. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. Oil. 

RANDOLPH.—AUNT ABIGAIL DYKES : A Novel. By Lt.-Colonel 
George Randolph, U.S.A. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6<1._ 

READE (CHARLES), NOVELS BY. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, illustrated, 3s. Gd. each; post8vo, illust. bds., 2s. each. 
PEG WOFFINGTON. Illustrated by S. L. Fildes, R.A.—Also a Pocket Edition, 

set in New Type, in Elzevir style, fcap. 8vo, half-leather, 2s. 6(1. 
CHRISTIE JOHNSTONE. Illustrated by William Small—Also a Pocket Edition, 

set in New Type, in Elzevir style, fcap. 8vo, half-leather, 2s. Gd. 
IT IS NEVER TOO LATE TO MEND. Illustrated by G. I. Pinwf.ll. 
THE COURSE OF TRUE LOVE NEVER DID RUN SMOOTH. Illustrated by 

Helen Paterson. 
THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF A THIEF, &c. Illustrated by Matt Stretch. 
LOVE ME LITTLE, LOVE ME LONG. Illustrated by M. Ellen Edwards. 
THE DOUBLE MARRIAGE. Illusts. by Sir John Gilbert, R.A., and C. Keene. 

THE CLOISTER AND THE HEARTH. Illustrated by Charles Keene. 

HARD CASH. Illustrated by F. W. Lawson. 
GRIFFITH GAUNT. Illustrated by S. L. Fildes, R.A., and William Small. 
FOUL PLAY. Illustrated by George Du Maurier. 
PUT YOURSELF IN HIS PLACE. Illustrated by Robert Barnes. 
A TERRIBLE TEMPTATION. Illustrated by Edward Hughes and A. W. Cooper. 

A SIMPLETON. Illustrated by Kate Craufurd. 
THE WANDERING HEIR. Illustrated by Helen Paterson, S. L. Fildes, R.A., 

C. Green, and Henry Woods, A.R.A. 
A WOMAN-HATER. Illustrated by Thomas Couldery. 
SINGLEHEART AND DOUBLEFACE. Illustrated by P. Macnab. 
GOOD STORIES OF MEN AND OTHER ANIMALS. Illustrated by E. A. 

Abbey, Percy Macquoid, R.W.S., and Joseph Nash. 
THE JILT, and other Stories. Illustrated by Joseph Nash. 

A PERILOUS SECRET. Illustrated by Fred. Barnard. 
READIANA. With a Steel-plate Portrait of Charles Rlade. 

BIBLE CHARACTERS: Studies of David. Paul. &c Fcap. 8vo, leatherette, Is. 
SELECTIONS FROM THE WORKSTOF CHARLES READE. With an Introduction 

by Mrs. Alex, Ireland, and a Steel-Plate Portrait. Crown Svo, buckram, C*. 
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RIDDELL (MRS. J. H.), NOVELS BY. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, lia. Gd. each: post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2m.each, 

THE PRINCE OP WALESTS GARDEN PARTY. | WEIRD STORIED. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

THE UNINHABITED HOUSE. I FAIRY WATER. 
_MYSTERY IN PALACE GARDENS. | HER MOTHER’S DARLING._ 

DIMMER (ALFRED), WORKS BY. Square 8vo, cloth gilt, 7s. 0<1. each, 
OUR OLD COUNTRY TOWNS. With 55 Illustrations. 
RAMBLES ROUND ETON AND HARROW. With 50 Illustrations. 

_ABOUT ENGLAND WITH DICKENS. With 58 Illusts. byC. A. Vanderhoof, 

ROBINSON CRUSOE. By Daniel Df.foe. (Major's Edition.) With 
_37 Illustrations by George Cruikshank. Post Svo, half-bound, 2m. 

ROBINSON (F. W.), NOVELS BYT 
WOMEN ARE STRANGE. Post bvo, illustrated boards, IN. 
THE HANDS OF JUSTICE. Crown 8vo, clota extra, tts. <[>«!.; post 8vo, illustrated 

boards, 2s. 

ROBINSON (PHIL), WORKS BY. Crown Svo. cloth extra, 7s. G<I. each. 
THE POETS’ BIRDS. ] THE POETS’ BEASTS. 

[Prepan ti THE POETS AND NATURE: REPTILES. FISHES, INSECTS. 

ROCHEFOUCAULD’S MAXIMS AND MORAL REFLECTIONS. With 
Notes, and an Introductory Essay by Sainte-Beuve. Post Bvo, cloth limp, 2s, 

KOLL OF BATTLE ABBEY, THE : A List of the Principal Warriors 
who came from Normandy with William the Conqueror, and Settled in this Country, 
a.d. 1066-7. With^Arms emblazoned in Gold and Colours. Handsomely printed, 5*, 

ROWLEY (HON. HUGH), WORKS BYT" Post 8vo, cloth, 2.. Gd. each. 
PUNIANA: RIDDLES AND JOKES. With numerous Illustrations. 
MORE PUNIANA. Profusely Illustrated. 

RUNCIMAN (JAMES' STORIES ~BT. 
Post Svo. illustrated boards, 2m. each ; cloth limn, 2«. 4»tl. each. 

SKIPPERS AND SHELLBACKS. I GRACE BALMAIGN’S SWEETHEART. 
SCHOOLS AND SCHOLARS. 

RUSSELL (W. CLARK), BOOKS AND NOVELS BY: 
_Crown_8v°, cloth^xtra, «m. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards. 2». each. 

A BOOK FOR THE HAMMOCK. 
MYSTERY OF THE “OCEAN STAR.” 
THE ROMANCE OF JENNY HARLOWE 

ROUND THE GALLEY-FIRE. 
IN THE MIDDLE WATCH. 
A VOYAGE TO THE CAPE. 
ON THE FO’K’SLE HEAD. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2m. 

AN OCEAN TRAGlDY. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, Jla, Gd. 5 post 8vo, Jllust. bds. 2m, 

MY SHIPMATE LOUISE. Crown Svo, cl. extra, 3m. G(l.; post Svo, illust., bds., 2m. 

ALONEJON A WIDE WIDE SEft. Three Vols., crown 8vo. 

SAINT AUBYN (ALAN), NOVELS BY. 
A FELLOW OF TRINITY. With a Note by Oliver Wendell Holmes and a 

8v0’ cloth extra> «'••? dost 8vo, illust, boards, 2m. 
_THE JUNIOR DEAN. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3a. Gd. 

salA.-gaslight^And daylight: 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2m. 

By George Augustus Sala. 

SANSON.—SEVEN GENERATIONS OF EXECUTIONERS : Memoirs 
_of the Sanson Family (if>38 to 1847). Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3m. Gd. 

SAUNDERS (JOHN), NOVELS BY: - 
Crown Svo. cloth extra, 3m. Gd. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2m. each. 

GUY WATERMAN. | THE LION IN THE PATH. | THE TWO DREAMER3, 
BOUND TO THE WHEEL. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3». Gd. 

SAUNDERS (KATHARINE), NOVELS~BY:- 
Crown Svo, cloth extra. 11m. Gd. each; post Svo. illustrated boards, 2a. each. 

MARGARET AND ELIZABETH. I HEART SALVAGE. 
THE HIGH MILLS. | SEBASTIAN. 
JOAN MERRYWEATHER. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
GIDEON’S ROCK. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3a. Gd. 

SCIENCE-GOSSIP : An Illustrated~Medium of Interchange for Students 
and Lovers ot Nature. Edited by Dr. J. E. Taylor, F.L.S., &-c. Devoted to Geology, 
Botany, Physiology, Chemistry, Zoology, Microscopy, Telescopy, Physiography 
Photography,Ike. Price 4d. Monthly ; or 5a. per year, post-free. Vols. I. to XIX. 
may be had, 7s. Gd. each; Vols. XX. to date, 5a. each. Cases lor Binding, la. Gd. 



CHATTO & WlNDUS, £14, PICCADILLY. 21 

SECRET OUT, THE: One Thousand Tricks with Cards; with Enter- 
taming Experiments m Drawing-room or “White Magic." By W. H. Crrmek. 

With 300 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra. 4m. fid.__ 

SEGUIN (L.G.), WORKS BY. 
THE COUNTRY OP THE PASSION PLAY (OBERAMMERGAU) and the Highlands 

of Bavaria. With Map and 37 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, :5s. 0)1. 
WALKS IN ALGIERS. With 2 Maps and 16 Illnsts. Crown 8\ o, cloth t x ra (Is. 

SENIOR (WMBY STREAM AND SEA Post Svo, cloth, 2s. (id. 

SHAKESPEARE FOR CHILDREN: LAMB’S TALES FROM SHAKE- 
SPEARE. With Illustrations, coloured and plain, by J. Moyr Smith. Crown 4to, 

cloth, __ 

SHAR P^—CIMLD REN OF TO-MORROW : 
Sharp. Crown tivo, cloth extra, fis._ 

A Novel. By William 

SHARP (LUKE).—IN A STEAMER CHAIR. By Luke Sharp (R E. 
Barr). With Two Illusts. by Demain Hammond. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, .>*. a. 

SHELLEY.—THE COMPLETE WORKS IN VERSE AND PROSE OF 
PERCY BYSSHE SHELLEY. Edited, Prefaced, and Annotated by K. Herne 
Shepherd. Five Vols., crown Svo, cloth boards, 3s. fid. each. 

POETICAL WORKS, in Three Vols.: 
Vol. I. Introduction bythe Editor; Posthumous Fragments of Margaret Nicholson ; Shelleys Corre- 

sponc'ence with Stockdale: The Wandering Jew; Queen Mab, with the Notes; Alastor, 
and other Poems ; Rosalind and Helen : Prometheus Unbound ; Adonais, Arc. 

Vol. II. Laon and Cytlina ; The Cenci; Julian and Maddalo; Swellfoot the lyrant; The Witch ot 
Atlas; £ pi psych id ion: Hellas. 

Vol. III. Posthumous Poems; The Masque of Anarchy; and other Pieces, 

^Vo! I The Two Romances of Zastrozzi and St. Irvyne; the Dublin and Marlow Pamphlets ; A Refuta* 
* ’ tion of Deism ; Letters to Leigh Hunt, and some Minor Writings and Fragments. 

Vol II. The Essays; Letters from Abroad; Translations and Fragments, Edited by Mrs. SHELLEY* 
With a Bibliography of Shelley, and an Index of the Prose Works.__ 

SHERARD.—ROGUES: A Novel. 
picture cover, Is.; cloth, Is. fid. 

By R. H. Sherard. Crown 8vo, 

SHERIDAN (GENERAL). — PERSONAL MEMOIRS OF GENERAL 
P. H. SHERIDAN. With Portraits and Facsimiles. Two Vols., demy 8vo, cloth, £4s« 

SHERIDAN’ SIR I CHARD BRINSLEY) COMPLETE WORKS. With 
Lie and Anecdotes. Including his Dramatic Writings, his Works in Prose and 
Poetry, Translations, Speeches and Jokes. 10 Illusts. Cr. 8vo, hf.-bound, 7s. fid. 

THE RIVALS, THE SCHOOL FOR SCANDAL, and other Plays. Post 8vo, printed 
on laid paper and half-bound, 2s. 

SHERIDAN’S COMEDIES: THE RIVALS and THE SCHOOL FOR SCANDAL. 
Edited, with an Introduction and Notes to each Play, and a Biographical Sketch, by 
Brand'er Matthews. With Illustrations. Demy 8vo, half-parchment, 12s. fid. 

SIDNEY’S (SIR PHILIP) COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS, includ¬ 
ing all those in “Arcadia." With Portrait, Memorial-Introduction, Notes, &c. by the 
Rev. A. B. Grosart, D.D. Three Vols., crown 8vo. cloth boards. 18s._ 

SIGNBOARDS : Their History. With Anecdotes of Famous Taverns 
and Remarkable Characters. By Jacob Larwood and John Camden Hotter. 
With Coloured Frontispiece and 94 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 7s. fit.. 

SIMS "(GEORGE R.), ’WORKS BY. 
Post Svo, illustrated hoards, 2s. each; cloth limp, 2s. fid. each. 

ROOUES AND VAGABONDS. MARY JANE MARRIED. 
THF RING O’ BELLS. TALES OF TO-DAY. 
MARY JANE’S MEMOIRS. DRAMAS OF LIFE. With 60 Illustrations. 
TINKLETOP’S CRIME. With a Frontispiece by Maurice Greiffenhagen. 

ZEPH: A Circus Story, &c._ 
Crown Svo, picture cover, !«. each ; cloth, Is. fid. each. 

HOW THE POOR LIVE; and HORRIBLE LONDON. . _ - 
THE DAGONET RECITER AND READER: being Readings and Recitations In 

Prose and Verse, selected from his own Works by George R. Sims. 
DAGONET DITTIES From the Referee. 
THE CASE OF GEORGE CANDLEMAS. 
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“SfSESSffSF ™E I>ARKT By Arthur Sk„c„l,v. 

SjS^“S“S„1'e,(t,™f.,^,.il'J'“0lO«,“1- **#«* “W* A”4* 
SMITH (J. MOYR), WORKS BY^ _----• 

TALESROFCOLDFTHULELIW-thVUh I3° Ilhl,^S' Post 8v0' cIoth ex,ra- **». ««1. 

-THE WOOINGOF THE WATEBWITCH^^llnS ^ °°‘ 

S9^KTcFoth!?s.i<?ND0N' By A Foreign Resident. Crown 8vo, 

SOCIETY IN PARIS : The Upper Ten Thousand. A Series of Letters 
Diplomat, 

SmallS’apanl9 VP?|L ADIEU- By Lord HENRY SOMERSET. 

SPA^^^AB^H^EMONOLO^Y : An Essay on the Belief 
of Devtls. ByT. A^paldinq, LL.B. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 5s. 

SPEIGHT (T. W.), NOVELS BY! ~~-—-— 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards. 2*. each. mun nvu, uiustratec 

RVEn^TrSJrFJES 0F HEROH DYKE. 
BY DEVIOUS WAYS, &c. 
THE GOLDEN HOOP. 

HOODWINKED: and THE SANDY- 
CROFT MYSTERY. 

__BACK TO LIFE. 

A BARREN TITI F P°St 8v0’ dolh limP>ls* «<>• each. A BARKEN TITLr,. __|_WIFE 0R N0 WIFE7 

THE SANDYCROFT MYSTERY. Crown^vo.picture cover. Is. 

STSLffisS||.l.<THE,: A EiiiTBDAV Book. RoyPl 

STAUNTON.—THE LAWS AND PRACTIPP1 OP1 phpqq yu■+v. ' 

STEDMAN (E. C.), WORKS BY ' " -~—~ 

jSKyjsw-SSX'S: ?.vv.'."h<* 
STERNDALE. - THE AFGHAN KNIFE : A Novel b7'r0bfrt 
-RMITAGE Sterndale. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra. 3s. <>;!.; post 8vo, Uhret. boards Ms! 

STfS?w,ffi5LD^^ WORKS BY. Post 8vo, c,. limp, 
AN IBLINl) vnv?rrMrEY,u |EYenth With a Frontis.by Walter Crane. 

0 nGE. Fourth Edition. With a frontispiece by Walter Crane. 

FAMILIAR STUDIESrOFnMEN AND BOOKS^SKth FdV 

MMOgml«R roSliS” bird L"™ERWOODSi 

1 ““*» 

|%S85oSUSSBJ?sr* c,°wn 8,°- b°ckr*"’ £l“ »r ! 
FATHER dYmIEN-^a E^ilion- Post 8v°. illustrated boards, 3s. 

"^VSSSj^aiss^jsr-D'- H>d»- »— «i«». 

STODDARD. — SUMMER CRUISING IN THE SOUTH’ sfTc-5" 
,_a^EsS^ltn. Illustrated hy WallisMiFkav . 

ST aRk e/, JR0M FOREIGiTnOVELTSTS. With Notices bv H^InA 
Alice Zimmers, Crown Svo, cloth =rtra, 3». post Hvo, illurfrated boards. 3«. 
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STRANGE MANUSCRIPT (A) FOUND IN A COPPER CYLINDER. 
With 19 Illustrations by Gilbert Gaul. Third Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, .Js. 

STRANGE SECRETS. Told by Conan Doyle, Percy Fitzgerald, Flor¬ 
ence Marryat, &c. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., Eight Illqsts., 6s. $ post 8vo, iliust. bds., ..s. 

STRUTT’S SPORTS AND PASTIMES OF THE PEOPLE OF 
ENGLAND: including the Rural and Domestic Recreations, May Games, Mum¬ 
meries, Shows, &c., from the Earliest Period to thd Present Time Edited by 
W.lliam Hone. With 140 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d._ 

SUBURBAN HOMES (THE) OF LONDON : A Residential Guide. With 
a Map,and Notes on Rental, Rates, and Accommodation Crown 8«o, cloth, 78. tori. 

SWIFT’S (DEAN) CHOICE WORKS, in Prose and Verse. With Memoir, 
Portrait, and Facsimiles of the Maps in “ Gulliver’s Travels.” Cr. 8vo, cL, 7s. ««• 

GULLIVER’S TRAVELS, and A TALE OF A TUB. Post 8vo, printed on laid 
paper and half-bound, 2s, 

A MONOGRAPH ON SWIFT. By J. Churton Collins. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 8s. [Shortr. 

SWINBURNE (ALGERNON C.), WORKS BY. 
___ T.mnir n onrinnif nUU 

SELECTIONS FROM POETICAL WORKS 
OF A. C. SWINBURNE. Fcap. 8vo, 6s. 

ATALANTA IN CALYDON. Crown 8vo, 
©8. 

CHASTELARD : A Tragedy. Cr. 8vo, 7s. 
NOTES ON POEMS AND REVIEWS. 

DemySvo, Is. 
POEMS AND BALLADS. First Series. 

Crown 8vo or fcap. 8vo, 9*. 
POEMS AND BALLADS. Second Series. 

Crown 8vo or fcap. 8vo. 9s. 
POEMS AND BALLADS. Third Series. 

Crown 8vo. 7 s. 
BONGS BEFORE SUNRISE. Crown 8vo, 

to*. G<1. 
BOTHWELL: A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 

I 'is. <><!. 
SONGS OF TWO NATIONS. Cr. 8vo, 6s. 

GEORGE CHAPMAN. (See Vol. II. of G. 
Chapman’s Works.) Crown 8vo, 6s. 

ESSAYS AND STUDIES. Cr. 8vo, B'is. 
ERECHTHEUS: A Tragedy. Cr. 3vc, Os. 
SONGS OF THE SPRINGTIDES. Crown 

8vo, 6s 
STUDIES IN SONG. Crown 8vo, 7s. 
MARY STUART: A tragedy. Cr.8vo, 8*. 
TRISTRAM OF LYONESSE. Cr. 8vo, 9*. 
A CENTURY OF ROUNDELS. Sm. 4to, Ns. 
A MIDSUMMER HOLIDAY. Cr.8vo, 7s. 
MARINO FALIERO: A Tragedy. Crown 

8vo, 6s. 
A STUDY OF VICTOR HUGO. Cr. 8vo,6s. 
MISCELLANIES. Crown 8vo, Siis. 
LOCRINE : A Tragedy. Cr. 8vo, 6s. 
A STUDY OF BEN JONSON. Cr. Svo, 7s. 
THE SISTERS: A Tragedy. Cr. Svo, 6s. 

SYMONDS.—WINE, WOMEN, AND SONG: Mediaeval Latin Students’ 
Songs. With Essay and Trans, by J. Addington Symonds. Fcap. 8vo, parchment, 

SYNTAX’S (DR.) THREE TOURS: In Search of the Picturesque in 
Search of Consolation, and in Search of a Wife. With Rowlandson's Coloured Illus¬ 
trations, and Lite of the Author by ). C. Hqtten. Crown 8vo. cloth extra. 7 «.. _ 

TAINE’S HISTORY OF ENGLISH LITERATURE. Translated by 
-*• Henry Van Laun. Four Vols., small demy Svo, cl. bds., «»Os.—Popular Edition, 

Two Vols.,large crown 8vo, cloth extra, 15s, .___—-- 

TAYLOR’S (BAYARD) DIVERSIONS OF THE ECHO CLUB: Bur- 
lesques of Modern Writers. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s,----- 

TAYLOR (DR. J. E., F.L.SA, WORKS BY. Cr. 8vo,cl. ex., 7s. 6<1. each. 

THE SAGACITY AND MORALITY OF PLANTS: A Sketch oi the Life and Conduct 
of the VegeLfe Kingdom With a Coloured Frontispiece and too Illustrations. 

OUR COMMON BRITISH FOSSILS, and Where to Find Them. 331 Illustrations. 

THE PLAYTIME NATURAL!ST._ With ^Illustrations, Crown 8vo. cloth,_5s.— 

TAYLOR’S (TOMTHiSTORICAL DRAMAS. Containing *• Clancarty,’ 
“Jeanne Dare,” “’Twist Axe and Crown,” “The Fool’s Revenge, Arkwrights 
Wife,” “ Anne Boleyn.” “ Plot and Passion. Crown 8vo, cloth extia, 4 s. 6<1. 

V* The Plays may also be had separately, at Is. eacli.- 

TENNYSON (LORD): A Biographical Sketch. By H. J. Jennings. 
With a Photograph-Portrait. Crown 8vo. cloth extra. 6s._—_—- 

THACKERAYANA : Notes and Anecdotes. Illustrated by Hundreds of 
Sketched William Makepeace Thacker depicting Humorons Inciden s in 

his School-li e. and F.avounte Characters in the Books of his Lvery-day Reading. 

With a Coloured frontispiece. *'"* wn dvo,cloth extra, 7s, ***** 
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THAMES. — A NEW PICTORIAL HISTORY OF THE THAMES. 
By A. S. Krausse. With 340 Illustrations Post 8vo, Is.; cloth, Is. <$d. 

THT0^A^lSR^kN0VELS BY. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3*. «d. ea.; post 8vo, 3*. ea. 
1HE VIOLIN-PLAYER. _|_ PROUD MAISIE. 

CRESSIDA. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3s. 

THOMSON’S SEASONS, and CASTLE OF INDOLENCE^ With Intro- 
-duction by Allan Cunningham, and 48 Illustrations. Post 8vo, half-bound 3«. 

THORNBURY (WALTER), WORKS BY. Cr.svo cl extra 7s o«i each 
THE LIFE AND CORRESPONDENCE OF J. M. W. TURNER.’ Founded upon 

HATINTFun^nMnnv3bvJb*s Friends. With Illustrations in Colours. 
HAUNTED LONDON. Edit, by R. Walford, M.A, Ulusts. by F. W. Fairhoi.t. F..S.A. 

nrr, o-rrvr,.™ P°?t8vo. illustrated boards. 3s. each. 
-°P.P STORIES RE-TOLD._| TALES FOR THE MARINES._ 

TIMES (JOHN), WORKS BY. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. Gd. each. 

THE HISTORY OF CLUBS AND CLUB LIFE IN LONDON: Anecdotes of its 
_Famous Coffee-houses, Hostelnes. and Taverns. With A2 Illustrations 
ENGLISH ECCENTRICS AND ECCENTRICITIES: Stories4of Wealth aSd Fashion 

Delusions Impostures, and Fanatic Missions, Sporting Scenes, Eccentric Artists. 
_Theatrical Folk, Men of Letters, &c. With 48 Illustrations. 

TROLLOPE (ANTHONY), NOVELS BY. " 
THR0’wWte jw- 0d- each ; board=. a-, each. THE WAY WE LIVE NOW. 
KEPT IN THE DARK. 
FRAU FROHMANN. 

MARION FAY. 
MR. SCARBOROUGH’S FAMILY. 
THE LAND-LEAGUERS. 

„ _ T —. t. . Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3s. each. 
GOLDEN LION OF GRANPERE. | JOHN CALDIGATE. | AMERICAN SENATOR. 

TROLLOPE (FRANCES E.), NOVELS BY. 
extra, ;!s. (id. each: post 8vo, illustrated boards 3s. each 

LIKE SHIPS UPON THE SEA. | MABEL’S PROGRESS. | ANNE FURNESS 

TROLLOPE (T. A.).-DIAMOND CUT DIAMOND. Post 8vo, must. bd... s.. 

TROWBRIDGE.—FARNELL’S FOLLY: A Novel. By T. T. TrowT 
bridge. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

TYTLER (C. C. FRASER-).-MISTRESS JUDITH: A Novel. By 
l. C. Fraser-Tytler. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Od.; post 8vo, illust. boards. 2s. 

TYTLER (SARAH), NOVELS BY. 
Crown fivrv r.lnfh ».vlro dial . , Crown 8vo. cloth extra. Its. Gd. each- 

THE BRIDE’S PASS. I 
NOBLESSE OBLIGE. I LADY BELL. 

WHAT SHE CAME THROUGH. 
CITOYENNE JACQUELINE. 
SAINT MUNGO’S CITY. 

Post 8vo. illustrated boards. 3s. each 

post 8vo. illustrated boards, 3s. each. 
BURIED DIAMONDS. 

JTHE BLACKHALL GHOSTS. 

BEAUTY AND THE BEAST. 
DISAPPEARED. 
THE HUGUENOT FAMILY. 

V^LARL—A DOUBLE BOND. By Linda Villari. Fcap. 8vo, picture 

W^^T WHITMAN, POEMS BY. Edited, with Introduction, by 
—William M. Rossetti. With Portrait. Cr.Svo, hand-made paper and buckram Gs 

WALTON AND COTTON’S COMPLETE ANGLER; or, The Con- 
T^nla^Vr-Mar s £*ecrea,tl°n, by IzAAK Walton ; and Instructions how to Angle for a 

brsir HA^va,l1t5?^lnaC eaa?treTNm’by(rHARLEsCoTTON’ With Memoirs and Notes 
- y Sir Harris Nicolas, and 61 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth antique 7n. 6d 

WARD (HERBERT), WORKS BY 
F,^VEARS WITH THE CONGO CANNIBALS. With 92 Illustrations by the 

WARNER.—A ROUNDABOUT JOURNEY. 
Warner. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Gs. 

By Charles Dudley 
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WALFORD (EDWARD, M.A.)7 WORKS BY. 
WALFOKD’S COUNTY FAMILIES OF THE UNITED KINGDOM (1832). Contain¬ 

ing the Descent, Birth, Marriage, Education, &c„ of 12,000 Heads ot Families, 
their Heirs. Offices, Addresses, Clubs, &c. Royal 8vo, cloth eilt. .s<>«. 

WALFORD’S WINDSOR PEERAGE, BARONETAGE, AND KNIGHTAGE (1892/. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 1 is. <i«I. . . - , __ , 

WALFORD’S SHILLING PEERAGE (1892). Containing a List of the House ot 
Lords, Scotch and Irish Peers, &c. 321110. cloth. 1 s. 

WALFORD’S SHILLING BARONETAGE (1892). Contaminga List of the Baronets 
ot the United Kingdom, Biographical Notices, Addresses,&c. 32010, cloth, i«. 

WALFORD’S SHILLING KNIGHTAGE (1892). Containing a List of the Knights 
ot the United Kingdom, Biographical Notices, Addresses,&c. 32010, cloth, Is. 

WALFORD’S SHILLING HOUSE OF COMMONS (1392). Containing a List ot all 
Members. 1 Parliament, their Addresses. Clubs, &c. 32HIO, cloth, Us. _ 

WALFORD’S COMPLETE PEERAGE, BARONETAGE, KNIGHTAGE, AND 
HOUSE OF COMMONS (1892). Royal 32010,cloth extra, gilt edges, as. 

TALES OF OUR GREAT FAMILIES. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Us. <!»«!._ 

WARRAFTTOTlXECUTE CHARLES I. A Facsimile, with the 59 
Signatures and Seals. Printed on paper 22 in. by r4 in. is. . , 

WARRANT TO EXECUTE MARY QUEEN OF SCOTS. A Facsimile, including 
Queen Elizabeth’s Signature and the Great Seal. is.___ 

WASSERMANN.—THE DAFFODILS : A Novel. By Lillias Wasser- 
mann. Crown 8vo, Is.; cloth, Is. till.______ 

WEATHER, HOW TO FORETELL THE, WITH POCKET SPEC- 
TROSCOPE. By F. W. Cory. With io illustrations. Cr. 8vo, l#. ; cloth, *».**«• 

WESTROPP.-HANDBO01COF"POTTERY AND PORCELAIN. By 
Hodder M. Westropp. With Illusts. and List of Marks. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 4s. Cxi. 

Whist: laav^a. -HOW TO PLAY SOLO WHIST. By Abraham S. Wilks 
and Charles F. Pardon. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Od,_ 

WHISTLER'S”(MR.) TEN O'CLOCK. _Cr._8vo, hand-made paper, Is. 
WHITE.—THE NATURAL HISTORY OF SELBORNE. By Gilbert 

White, M.A. Post 8vo, printed on laid paper and half-bound, is._ 

WILLIAMS (W. MATTIEU, F.R.A.S.), WORKS BY. 
SCIENCE IN SHORT CHAPTERS. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7a. Gil. 
A SIMPLE TREATISE ON HEAT. With Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cloth limp, is. firl. 
THE CHEMISTRY OF COOKERY. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, Os. 
THE CHEMISTRY OF IRON AND_STE_EL MAKING. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 9*. 

WILLIAMSON (MRS. F.TU.-A CHILD WIDOW. Post 8vo, bds, 2s. 
WILSON (DR. ANDREW, F.R.S.E.), WORKS BY. 

CHAPTERS ON EVOLUTION. With 2S9 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 7**. Cun* 
LEAVES FROM A NATURALIST’S NOTE-BOOK. Post 8vo, cloth limp, is. Od. 
LEISURE-TIME STUDIES. With Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, os. 
ftTTinTF.a TN LIFE AND SENSE. With numerous Illusts. Cr. 8vo. cl. ex., Q>s. 
COMMON ACCIDENTS: HOW TO TREAT THEM. Illusts. Cr 8vo, Is.; cl Is.«<!. 
GLIMPSES OF NATURE. With 35 Illustrations. Crown hvo, cloth extra, ■{.». <>«>._ 

WINTER (J. S.). STORIES BY. post 8vo, illustrated boards, is. each. 
CAVALRY LIFE. | REGIMENTAL LEGENDS. 

A SOLDIER’S CHILDREN. With 32 Illustrations by E. G. Thomson and E. Stuart 
Hardy. Croivn 8vo. cloth extra, 3s. Od. _l?_1£v 

WlSSMANN.—MY SECOND JOURNEY THROUGH EQUATORIAL 
AFRICA, from the Congo to the Zambesi, in rS86, 1887. By Major Hermann von 

Wissmann, With Map and 92 Illustrations. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, _ 

WOOD — SABINA : A Novel. By JLady Wood. Post 8vo, boards, 2s. 
WOOD (H. F.), DETECTIVE STORIES BY. 

Prnwn Rvn cloth extra Os* each; post 8vo. illustrated boards. eacn. 
PASSENGER FROM SCOTLAND^YARD. 1 ENGLISHMAN OF THE RUE CAIN*_ 

WOOLLEY.—RACHEL ARMSTRONG ; or, Love and Theology. By 
Celia Parker Woolley. Post Bvo, illustrated boards, is.; cloth, -k. _ 

WRIGHT (THOMAS), WORKS BY. Crown 8vo, cloth extra 7s. 6«l. each. 
papiraTiiR?' HISTORY OF THE GEORGES* With 400 Caricator's. Squib?., ™c 
HISTORY0OF CARIC^U°RE AND OF THE GROTESQUE IN ART, LITERA¬ 

TURE, SCULPTURE, AND PAINTING. Illustrated by F, W. FaIRHOLT, F.S.A. 

VATES (EDMUND), NOVELS BY. Post 8vo, illustrated hoards, is. each. 
* LAND AT LAST. — THE FORLORN HOPE. 1 CASTAWAY. 
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LISTS OF BOOKS GL 
*»* For fuller cataloguing, see n 

THE MAYFAIR LIBRARY. 
A Journey Round My Room. By Xavier 

DE MAISTRE. 

Quips and Quiddities, By W. D. Adams. 
The Agony Column of “The Times.*’ 
Melancholy Anatomised: Abridgment of 

“ Burton’s Anatomy of Melancholy.” 
The Speeches of Charles Dickens. 
Literary Frivolities, Fancies, Follies, 

and Frolics. By W. T. Dobson. 
Poetical Ingenuities. By W. T. Dobson. 
The Cupboard Papers. By Fin-Bec. 
W. S. Gilbert’s Plays. First Series. 
W. S. Gilbert’s Plays. Second Series. 
Songs of Irish Wit and Humour. 
Animals and Masters. By Sir A. Helps. 
Social Pressure. By Sir A. Helps. 
Curiosities of Criticism. H. I. Jennings. 
Holmes’s Autocrat of Breakfast-Table. 
Pencil and Palette. By R. Kempt. 

ASSIFIED IN SERIES. 
Iphabetica! arrangement, pp. 1-25. 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. per Volume. 
Little Essays: from Lamb’s Letters. 
Forensic Anecdotes. By Jacob Larwood 
Theatrical Anecdotes. Jacob Larwood 
Jeux d’Esprit. Edited by Henry S. Leigh. 
Witch Stories. By E. Lynn Linton. 
Ourselves. By E. Lynn Linton. 
Pastimes & Players. By R. Macgregok. 
New Paul and Virginia. W.H.Mallock. 
New Republic. By W. H. Mallock. 
Puck on Pegasus. By H. C. Pennell. 
Pegasus Re-Saddled. By H. C. Pennell. 
Muses of Mayfair. Ed. H. C. Pennell. 
Thoreau: His Life & Aims. By H. A. Page. 
Puniana. By Hon. Hugh Rowley. 
More Puniana. Bv Hon. Hugh Rowley. 
The Philosophy of Handwriting. 
By Stream and Sea. By Wm. Senior. 
Leaves from a Naturalist’s Note-Book. 

By Dr. Andrew Wilson. 

THE GOLDEN LIBRARY. 
Bayard Taylor’s Diversions of the Echo 

Club. 
Bennett’s Ballad History of England. 
Bennett’s Songs for Sailors. 
Godwin’s Lives of the Necromancers. 
Pope’s Poetical Works. 
Holmes’s Autocrat of Breakfast Table. 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. per Volume. 
Holmes’s Professor at Breakfast Table. 
Jesse's Scenes of Country Life. 
Leigh Hunt’s Tala for a Chimney 

Corner. 
Mallory’s Mort d'Arthur: Selections. 
Pascal’s Provincial Letters. 
Rochefoucauld's Maxims & Reflections. 

THE WANDERER’S LIBRARY 
Wanderings in Patagonia. By Julius 

Beerbohm, Illustrated. 
Camp Notes. By Frederick Boyle. 
Savage Life. By Frederick Boyle. 
Merrie England in the Olden Time. By 

G. Daniel. Illustrated by Cruikshank. 
Circus Life. By Thomas Frost. 
Lives of the Conjurers, Thomas Frost. 
The Old Showmen and the Old London 

Fairs. By Thomas Frost. 
Low-Life Deeps. By James Greenwood. 

. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each. 
Wilds of London. James Greenwood. 
Tunis. Chev. Hesse-Wartegg. 22lllusts. 
Life and Adventures of a Cheap Jack. 
World Behind the Scenes. P.Fitzgerald. 
Tavern Anecdotes and Sayings. 
TheGenialShowman. By E.P. Hingston 
Story of London Parks. Jacob Larwood. 
London Characters. By Henry Mayhkw. 
Seven Generations of Executioners. 
Summer Cruising in the South Seas. 

By C. Warrkn Stopdard. illustrated. 

POPULAR SHII 
Harry Fludyer at Cambridge. 
Jeff Briggs’s Love Story. Bret Harte. 
Twins of Table Mountain. Bret Harte. 
Snow bound at Eagle’s. By Brf.t Harte. 
A Day’s Tour. By Percy Fitzgerald. 
Esther’s Glove. By R. E. Francillon. 
Sentenced ! By Somerville Gibney. 
The Professor’s Wife. By L.Graham. 
Mrs. Gainsborough’s Diamonds. By 

Julian Hawthorne. 
Niagara Spray. By J. Hollingshead. 
A Romance of the Queen’s Hounds. By 

Charles James. 
The Garden that Paid the Rent. By 

Tom Jerrold. 
Cut by the Mess. By Arthur Keyser. 
Our Sensation Novel. 1. H. McCarthy. 
Doom! By Justin H. McCarthy, M.P. 
Dolly. By Justin H. McCarthy, M.P, 

.LING BOOKS. 
Lily Lass. Justin H. McCarthy. M P. 
Was She Good or Bad? By W. Minto. 
Notes from the “News.” By Jas. Payn 
Beyond the Gates. By E. S. Phelps. 
Old Maid’s Paradise. By E. S. Phelps. 
Burglars in Paradise. By E. S. Phelps. 
Jack the Fisherman. By E. S. Phelps 
Trooping with Crows. By C. L. Pirkis. 
Bible Characters. By Charles Reade. 
Rogues. By R. H. Sherard. 
The Dagonet Reciter. By G. R. Sims. 
How the Poor Live. By G. R. Sims. 
Case of George Candlemas. G. R. Sims. 
Sandycroft Mystery. T. W. Speight. 
Hoodwinked. By T. W. Speight. 
Father Damien. By R. L. Stevenson. 
A Double Bond. By Linda Villari. 
My Life with Stanley’s Rear Guard. By 

Herbert Ward. 
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MY LIBRARY. 
Choice Works, printed on laid paper, bound half-Roxburghe, 2*. <3«l. each. 

Four Frenchwomen. By Austin Dobson. I Christie Johnstone. By Charles Reade. 

Citation and Examination of William I With a Photogravure Frontispiece. 
Shakspeare. By W. S. Landor. | Peg Woffington. By Charles Readf.. 

The Journal of Maurice de Guerin. | The Dramatic Essays of Charles Lamb. 

THE POCKET LIBRARY^ Post 8vo, printed on laid paper and hf.-bd., 2s. each. 
The Essays of Elia. By Charles Lamb. 
Robinson Crusoe. Edited by Iokn Major. 

With 37 Illusts. by George Cruikshank. 

Whims and Oddities. By Thomas Hood. 

With 8s Illustrations. 
The Barber’s Chair, and The Hedgehog 

Letters. By Douglas Jf.rrold. 
Gastronomy as a Fine Art. ByBitiLLAT- 

Savarin. Trans. R. E. Andf.rson, M.A. 

The Epicurean, &c. By Thomas Moore. 
Leigh Hunt’s Essays. Ed. E. Ollier. 

White’s Natural History of Selborne. 
Gulliver’s Travels, and The Tale of a 

Tub. By Dean Swift. 

The Rivals, School for Scandal, and other 
Plays by Richard Brinsley Sheridan. 

Anecdotes of the Clergy. J. Larwood. 
Thomson’s Seasons. Illustrated. 

THE PICCADILLY NOVELS. 
Library Editions of Novels by the Best Authors, many Illustrated, 

crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6«S. each. 

By F. 05. ALI,i:>. 
The Green Bird. 

By GRANT ALLEX 
Philistla. 
Babylon 
Strange Stories. 
Beckoning Hand. 
In all Shades. 

The Tents of Shem. 
For Maimie’s Sake. 
The Devil’s Die. 
This Mortal Coil. 
The Great Taboo. 

Dumaresq’s Daughter. 
By EDWI0 1.. AJINOLD. 

Phra the Phoenician. 
By A CAN ST. AUBVN. 

A Fellow of Trinity. 
By K< v. S. BAKING GOLLD. 

Red Spider. I Eve. 
By W. KliHANT A .5. RICE. 

By Celia’s Arbour. 
Monks of Thelema. 
The Seamy Side. 
Ten Years’Tenant. 

My Little Girl, 
Case of Mr.Lucraft. 
This Son of Yuican. 
Golden Butterfly. 
Ready-Money Mortiboy. 
With Harp and Crown. 
’Twas in Trafalgar’s Bay. 
The Chaplain of the Fleet. 

By WALTER BE WANT. 
All Sorts and Conditions of Men. 
The Captains’ Room. 
All in a Garden Fair 
The World Went Very Well Then. 
For Faith and Freedom 

By YVII-KIE COLLINS. 

I The Holy Rose. 
| Armorel of Lyon- 

esse. 
[ St. Katherine's by 

the Tower. 

Dorothy Forster. 
Uncle Jack. 
Children of Gibeon. 
Herr Paulus. 
Bell of St. Paul’s. 
To Call Her Mine. 

By ROBERT BUCHANAN. 
The Shadow of the Sword. 
A Child of Nature. 
The Martyrdom of Madeline. 
God and the Man. | The New Abelard. 
Love Me for Ever. Foxglove Manor. 
Annan Water. I Master of the Mine. 
Matt. I Heir of Linne. 

By HALL CAINE. 
The Shadow of a Crime. 
A Son of Hagar. I The Deemster. 
01OKT. A FRANCES COLLINS. 
Transmigration. 
From Midnight to Midnight. 
Blacksmith and Scholar. 
Village Comedy. | You Flay Me I’alse. 

Armadale. 
After Dark. 
No Name. 
Antonina. | Basil 
Hide and Seek. 
The Dead Secret. 
Queen of Hearts. 
My Miscellanies. 
Woman in White. 
The Moonstone. 
Man and Wife. 
Poor Miss Finch. 
Miss or Mrs? 
New Magdalen. 

The Frozen Deep. 
The Two Destinies. 
Law and the Lady 
Haunted Hotel. 
The Fallen Leaves. 
Jezebel’s Daughter. 
The Black Robe. 
Heart and Science. 
“ I Say No.” 
Little Novels. 
The Evil Genius. 
The Legacy of Cain 
A Rogue’s Life. 
Blind Love. 

By BUTTON COOK. 

Paul Foster’s Daughter. 

By HIATT CRI0I. 

Adventures of a Fair Rebel. 

By WILLIAM CYI’LES, 

Hearts of Gold. 

By ALPHONSE BA UBET. 

The Evangelist; or, Port Salvation. 

By ERASMUS DAWSON. 

The Fountain of Youth. 

By JA0IES BE HI 11,EE. 

A Castle in Spain. 

By J. LEITII DERWENT. 

Our Lady of Tears. | Circe’s Lovers. 

By DICK DONOVAN. 

Tracked to Doom. 

By 01 is. ANNIE EDYV ABBES. 

Archie Lovell. 

By O. JIANVILLE FENN. 
The New Mistress. 

By PERCY FITZGERALD. 
Fatal Zero. 

By K. E. FRANCILLON. 
Queen Cophetua. I A Real Queen. 
One by One. | King or Knave? 

Prcl.by Sir BARTLE FRERE, 
Pandurang Hari. 

By EDWARD 
The Oapei Girls. 

GARKETT. 
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The Piccadilly (3/6) Novels—continued. 

By C1IAKLES GIBBON. 
Robin Gray. I The Golden Shaft. 
Loving a Dream. I Of High Degree. 
The Flower of the Forest. 

By Si. GEANVIEEE. 
The Lost Heiress. 
The Fossicker. 

By XII MM AS IIABD5'. 
Under the Greenwood Tree. 

By HKET IIAKXB. 
A Waif of the Plains. 
A Ward of the Golden Gate. 
A Sappho of Green Springs. 
Colonel Starbottle’s Client. 

By JULIAN ESAWTIIOBNE. 
Dust. 
Fortune’s Fool. 
Beatrix Randolph. 

Garth. 
Ellice Quentin. 
Sebastian Strome 
David Poindexter’s Disappearance. 
The Spectre of the Camora. 

By Sir A. IlEEl'S. 
Ivan de Biron. 

By ISAAC HENDERSON. 
Agatha Page. 

By Mrs. ALFRED HINT. 
The Leaden Casket. | Self-Condemned, 
That other Person. 

By JEAN INGELOW. 
Fated to be Free. 

By US. ASIBE ICING. 
A Drawn Game. 
“The Wearing of the Green.” 

By SBENRA' flCINGSEEV. 
Number Seventeen. 

By E. LVNN LINTON. 
Patricia Kemball. 
Under which Lord? 
“My Love!” 
The Atonement of Leam Dundas. 
The World Well Lost. 

By SIH A IS V W. LfXV. 
Gideon Fleyce. 

By JUSTIN McOAKTBIV. 
A Fair Saxon. Donna Quixote. 
Linley Rochford. Maid of Athens. 
Miss Misanthrope. Camiola. 
The Waterdale Neighbours. 
My Enemy’s Daughter. 
Dear Lady Disdain. 
The Comet of a Season. 

By AGNES illACDONELL. 
Quaker Cousins. 

Bv I». <LU« IHSTHE 11 I ISES VV. 
Life’s Atonement. Val Strange. 
Joseph's Goat. Hearts. 
Coals of Fire. A Model Father. 
Old Blazer’s Hero. 
By the Gate of the Sea. 
A Bit of Human Nature. 
First Person Singular. 
Cynic Fortune. 
The Way of the World. 

By fflUBBAV & HERMAN. 
The Bishops’ Bible. 
Paul Jones’s Alias. 

Bv IICME NISBET. 
“Bail Up!” 

lone. 
Paston Carew. 
Sowing the Wind. 

The Piccadilly (3/6) Novels—continued. 
ESy GEORGES OIIIVET. 

A Weird Gift. 
By Mrs. ORIPHANT. 

Whiteladies. 
By OUIDA. 

Held in Bondage. 
Strathmore. 
Ghandos. 
Under Two Flags. 
Idalia. 
CecilCastlemaine’s 

Gage. 
Tricotrin. | Puck. 
Folie Farine. 
A Dog of Flanders. 
Pascarei. | Signa. 
Princess Naprax- 

Ine. 
By MARGARET A 

Gentle and Simple. 
By JAMES PAIN. 

Lost Sir Massingberd. 
Less Black than We’re Painted. 
A Confidential Agent. 
A Grape from a Thorn. 
In Peril and Privation. 
The Mystery of Mirbridge. 
The Canon’s Ward 

Two Little Wooden 
Shoes. 

I11 a Winter City. 
Ariadne. 
Friendship. 
Moths. I Ruffino. 
Pipistrello. 
A Village Commune 
Bimbi. | Wanda. 
Frescoes. 
In Maremma. 
Othmar. | Syrlin. 
Guildoroy. 

PAITE. 

Talk of the Town. 
Holiday Tasks. 
The Burnt Million 
The Word and the 

Will. 
Sunny Stories. 

Walter’s Word, 
By Proxy. 
High Spirits. 
Under One Roof. 
From Exile. 
Glow-worm Tales. 

By E. C. PRICE. 
Valentina. J The Foreigners. 
Mrs. Lancaster’s Rival. 

By RICHARB PRICE. 
Miss Maxwell’s Affections. 

IIy CHARLES REA BE. 
It Is Never Too Late to Mend. 
The Double Marriage. 
Love Me Little, Love Me Long. 
The Cloister and the Hearth. 
The Course of True Love. 
The Autobiography of a ThieL 
Put Yourself in his Place. 
A Terrible Temptation. 
Singleheart and Doubleface. 
Good Storiesof Men and other Animals, 
Hard Cash. Wandering Heir. 
Peg Woffington. A Woman-Hater 
ChristieJohnstone. A Simpleton. 
Griffith Gaunt. Readiana. 
Foul Play. The Jilt. 
A Perilous Secret. 

By Mrs. J. II. RIDDELL, 
The Prince of Wales’s Garden Party. 
Weird Stories. 

By E. W. ROBINSON. 
Women are Strange. 
The Hands of Justice. 

By W. CLARK RUSSELL. 
An Ocean Tragedy. 
My Shipmate Louise. 

By JOHN SAUNDERS, 
Guy Waterman. | Two Dreamers. 
Eound to the Wheel. 
The Lion in the Path. 
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The Piccadilly (3/6) Novels—continued. 
Ry KATHARINE SAUNDERS. 
Margaret and Elizabeth. 
Gideon’s Rock. I Heart Salvage. 
The High Mills. | Sebastian. 

By EURE SHARP. 
In a Steamer Chair. 

By HAWLEY SMART. 
Without Love or Licence. 

By R. A. STERNDALE. 
The Afghan Knife. 

By BERTHA THOMAS. 
Proud Maisle. | The Yiolin-player. 

By FRANCES E. TROLLOPE. 
Like Ships upon the Sea. 
Anne Furness. | Mabel’s Progress. 

The Piccadilly (3/6) Novels—continued. 
By ANTHONY TROLLOPE. 

Frau Frohmann. I Kept in the Dark. ] 
Marion Fay. | Land-Leaguers. 
The Way We Live Row. 
Mr. Scarborough’s Family. 
By IVAN TURGENIEFF, &c. 

Stories from Foreign Novelists. 
By C. C. FRASER-TYTLER. 

Mistress Judith. 
By SARAH TYTLER. 

The Bride’s Pass. | Lady Bell. 
Noblesse Oblige. | Buried Diamonds. 
The Blackhall Ghosts. 

By MABEL TWAIN. 
The American Claimant. 

By .ST. S. WINTER. 
A Soldier’s Children. 

CHEAP EDITIONS OF POPULAR NOVELS. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

By A HIT EM US ill Ri). 
Artemus Ward Complete. 

By EDMOND ABOUT. 
The Fellah. „ 

By HAMILTON AIDE. 
Carr of Carrlyon. | Confidences. 

By MARY ALBERT. 
Brooke Finchley’s Daughter. 

By Mrs. ALEXANDER. 
Maid, Wife, or Widow ? | Valerie’s Fate. 

By GRANT ALLEN. 
Strange Stories. The Devil’s Die. 
Philistia. This Mortal Coil. 
Babylon. In all Shades. 
The Beckoning Hand. 
For Maimie’s Sake. | Tents of Shem. 
The Great Taboo. 

By ALAN ST.AUBYN. 
A Fellow of Trinity. ^ 
Ry Rev. S. BABES NG GOULD. 

Red Spider. I Eve. 
By FRANK BARRETT. 

Fettered for Life. 
Between Life and Death. 
The Sin of Olga Zassoulich. 
BySHELSLEY BEAUCHAMP. 
Grantley Grange. 

By XV. BESANT & J. KIB E. 
By Celia’s Arbour. 
Monks of Thelema. 
The Seamy Side. 
Ten Years’ Tenant. 

This Son ofVulcan 
My Little Girl. 
Case of Mr.Lucraft. 
Golden Butterfly. - 
Ready-Money Mortiboy. 
With Harp and Crown. 
’Twas in Trafalgar’s Bay. 
The Chaplain of the Fleet. 

By WALTER BESANT. 
Dorothy Forster. I Uncle Jack. 
Children of Gibeon. I Herr Paulus. 
All Sorts and Conditions of Men. 
The Captains’ Room. 
All in a Garden Fair. 
The World Went Very Well Then. 
For Faith and Freedom. 
To Call Her Mine. 
The Bell of St. Paul's. 
The Holy Rose. 

By FREDERICK BOYLE. 

Camp Notes. | Savage Life. 
Chronicles of No-man's Land. 

By SHEET HARTS. 

Flip. I Californian Stories. 
Maruja. [ Gabriel Conroy. 
An Heiress of Red Dog. 
The Luck of Roaring Camp. 
A Phyllis of the Sierras. 

By HAROLD BRIDGES. 

Uncle Sam at Home. 

By ROBERT 
The Shadow of the 

Sword. 
A Child of Nature. 
God and the Man. 
Love Me for Ever. 
Foxglove Manor. 
The Master of the 

BUCHANAN. 
The Martyrdom of 

Madeline. 
Annan Water. 
The New Abelard. 
Matt. 
The Heir of Linne. 

By IIALE CAINE. 
The Shadow of a Crime. 
A Son of Hagar. | The Deemster. 

By Commander CAMERON. 
The Cruise of the “Black Prince.” 

By Mrs. LOVETT CAMERON. 
Deceivers Ever. | Juliet’s Guardian. 

By AUSTIN CLARE. 
For the Love of a Lass. 

By Mrs. ARCHER CLIVE. 
Paul Ferroll. 
Why Paul Ferroll Killed his Wife. 

By MACLARKN COBBAN. 
The Cure of Souls. 

Bv C. A ELSTON COLLINS. 
The Bar Sinister. 
MOBT. & FRANCES COLLINS. 
Sweet Anne Page. | Transmigration. 
From Midnight to Midnight. 
A Fight with Fortune. 
Sweet and Twenty. I Village Comedy. 
Frances. I You Play me Falsa. 
Blacksmith and Scholar. 
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Two-Shilling Novels—continued. 

By WILKIE UOEBINS, 
Two-Shilling Novels—continued. 

By HAIN FUISWEllj. 
One of Two. 

By EDWARD GARRETT. 
The Capel Girls. 

By CHAREES GSBROX 

Armadale. 
After Dark. 
No Name. 
Antonina. | Basil, 
Hide and Seek. 
The Dead Secret. 
Queen of Hearts. 
Miss or Mrs ? 
New Magdalen. 
The Frozen Deep. 
Law and the Lady, 
The Two Destinies, 
Haunted Hotel. 
A Rogue’s Life. 

My Miscellanies. 
Woman in White. 
The Moonstone. 
Man and Wife. 
Poor Miss Finch. 
The Fallen Leaves. 
Jezebel’s Daughter 
The Black Robe. 
Heart and Science. 
“ I Say No.” 
The Evil Genius. 
Little Novels. 
Legacy of Cain. 
Blind Love. 

Robin Gray. 
Fancy Free. 
For Lack of Gold. 
What will the 

World Say? 
In Love and War. 
For the King. 
In Pastures Green. 
Queen of Meadow. 
A Heart’s Problem. 
The Dead Heart. 

In Honour Bound 
Flower of Forest. 
Braes of Yarrow. 
The Golden Shaft 
Of High Degree. 
Mead and Stream 
Loving a Dream. 
A Hard Knot. 
Heart’s Delight. 
Blood-Money. 

By M. J. UOE«SUH0ttJN. 
Every inch a Soldier. 

By BUTTON COOK. 
Leo. I Paul Foster’s Daughter, 

By WIREIAM GILBERT, 
Dr. Austin’s Guests. I James Duke. 
The Wizard of the Mountain. 

By C. EGBERT CRADDOfli. 
Prophet of the Great Smoky Mountains. 

By WSEEBAM Cl'PLES. 
Hearts of Gold. 

By ERIVEST GJLANVIEEE. 
The Lost Heiress. 

By HENKY GREVILLE. 
A Noble Woman. | Ifikanor. 

By ALEHOUSE DAUDET. 
The Evangelist; or, Port Salvation. 

By JAMES E>IS MIES.E. 
A Castle in Spain. 

By .ff. ff.EITEI DERWENT. 
Our Lady of Tears. | Circe’s Lovers. 

By UHAREES BIEKEHS. 
Sketches by Boz. I Oliver Twist. 
Pickwick Papers. | Nicholas Nickleby. 

By OB Civ DONOVAN. 
The Man-Hunter. | Caught at Last! 
Tracked and Taken. 
Who Poisoned Hetty Duncan? 
The Man from Manchester. 
A Detective’s Triumphs. 
In the Grip of the Law. 

COXAIV DOTXE, and others. 

By .IOBIN ISABBEHTOX 
Brueton’s Bayou. | Country Luck. 

By ANDREW 1IALL1DAV. 
Every-Day Papers. 

By Esuly 85 CEE CM HARDY. 
Paul Wynter’s Sacrifice. 

By THOMAS HARDY. 
Under the Greenwood Tree. 
By .8. BERWICK HARWOOD, 
The Tenth Earl. 

By JULIAN HAWTHORNE. 

Ellice Quentin. Dust. 
Fortune’s Fool. Beatrix Randolph 
Miss Cadogna. Love—or a Name. 
David Poindexter’s Disappearance. 
The Spectre of the Camera. 

aepastian atrome 

Strange Secrets. 

By Mrs. ANNIE! RDWARDE8. 
A Point of Honour. | Archie Lovell. 
By M. BETIIAM-EDWAKDS. 

Felicia. | Kitty. 
By EDWARD EGGLESTON. 

Roxy. 
By PERCY FITZGERALD. 

Bella Donna. I Polly. 
Never Forgotten. I Fatal Zero. 
The Second Mrs. Tillotson. 
Seventy-five Brooke Street. 
The Lady of Brantome. 

By Sir ARTHUR HELPS, 
Ivan de Biron. 

By HENRY HE LIMAN. 
A Loading Lady. 

By Mrs. CASHEL IIOEY. 
The Lover’s Creed. 
By Mrs. GEORGE HOOPER. 

The House of Raby. 
By TIGIIE HOPKINS. 

’Twixt Love and Duty. 
By Mrs. ALFRED HUNT. 

Thornicroft’s Model. I Self Condemned. 
That Other Person. I Leaden Casket. 

AEBANY BE 
filthy Lucre. 

By K. E 
Olympia. 
One by One. 
A Real Queen. 

FONBLANQEE. 

FRANC II, EON. 
Queen Cophetua. 
King or Knave? 
Romances of Law. 

By HAROLD FREDERICK. 
Seth’s Brother's Wife. 
The Lawton Girl. 
PreGby Sir BARTER FEEBE. 
Pandurang Harl. 

By JEAN INGE LOW. 
Fated to be Free. 

By HARRIETT JAY 
The Dark Colleen. 
The Queen of Connaught. 

By MARK KERSHAW. 
Colonial Facts and Fictions. 

By R. ASHE KING. 
A Drawn Game. | Passion’s Slave. 
“The Wearing of the Green,” 
Bell Barry, 
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'Two-Shilling Novels—continued. 
By HEXBY KINGSBEY. 

Oahshott Castle. 

By JOHN BEYS. 
The Lindsays. 

By E. LYNN LBYTOY. 
Patricia Kemball. Paston Carew, 
World Well Lost. “My Loyo!” 
UnderwhichLord? lone. 
The Atonement of Leam Dundas. 
With a Silken Thread. 
The Rebel of the Family. 
Sowing the Wind. 

By HENRY 
Gideon Fleyce. 

W. L! « V. 

By justin McCarthy. 

A Fair Saxon. I Donna Quixote. 
Linley Rochford. Maid of Athens. 
Miss Misanthrope. ! Camiola. 
Dear Lady Disdain. 
The Waterdale Neighbours. 
My Enemy’s Daughter. 
The Comet of a Season. 

By AGNES MACIMIXE!,!,. 
Quaker Cousins. 

KATHARINE S. MACQUOSD. 
The Evil Eye. | Lost Rose. 

By WT. 51. MALLOCK. 
The New Republic. 

By FLORENCE itlARRS’AT. 
Open! Sesame! | Fighting the Air. 
A Harvest of Wild Oats, 
Written in Fire. 

By J. MASTERMAN■ 
Half a-dozen Daughters. 

By ERANBER MATTIIIE TVS. 
A Secret of the Sea. 

By JEAN MIDDLERASS. 
Touch and Go. | Mr. Dorillion. 

By Mrs. MOLESWOKTH. 
Hathercourt Rectory. 

By .1. E. M CRDOCK. 
Stories Weird and Wonderful. 
The Dead Man’s Secret. 

Bv I». UHUSSTIE IF3URE 4 1". 
A Model Father. I Old Blazer’s Hero. 
Joseph’s Coat. | Hearts. 
Coals of Fire. | Way of the World. 
Val Strange. I Cynic Fortune. 
A Life’s Atonement. 
By the Gate of the Sea. 
A Bit of Human Nature. 
First Person Singular. 

By MURRAY anti HERMAN. 
One Traveller Returns. 
Paul Jones’s Alias. 
The Bishops’ Bible. 

By IIENRY MURRAY. 
A Game of Bluff. 

By ALICE O'HANLOPi. 
The Unforeseen. IChanco? or Fate? 

Two-Shilling Novels—continued. 
By GEORGEM OaiNET. 

Doctor Rameau. I A Last Love. 
A Weird Gift. 

By Mrs. OLIPIFANT. 
Whiteladies. | The Primrose Path, 
The Greatest Heiress In England. 

By Mrs. ROBERT ©’REITXY'. 
Phcebe’s Fortunes. 

By OUSTS A. 
Held in Bondage. 
Strathmore. 
Chandos. 
Under Two Flags. 
Idalia. 
CecilCastlemaine’s 

Gage. 
Tricotrin. 
Puck. 
Folle Farine. 
A Dog of Flanders. 
Pascarel. 
Sign a. 
Princess Naprax- 

ine. 
In a Winter City. 
Ariadne. 

Two Little Wooden 
Shoes. 

Friendship. 
Moths. 
Pipistrello. 
A Village Com¬ 

mune. 
Bimbi. 
Wanda. 
Frescoes. 
In Maremma. 
Othinar. 
Guilderoy. 
Ruffino. 
Syriin. 
Ouida’s Wisdom, 

Wit, and Pathos. 
MARGARET AGNES PAUL. 

Gentle and Simple. 

By JAMES PAYN. 
£200 Reward. 
Marine Residence. 
Mirk Abbey. 
By Proxy. 
Under One Roof. 
High Spirits. 
Carlyon’s Year. 
From Exile. 
For Cash Only. 
Kit. 
The Canon's Ward 
Talk of the Town. 
Holiday Task3. 

Bentinok’s Tutor. 
Murphy’s Master. 
A County Family. 
At Her Mercy. 
Cecil’s Tryst. 
Clyffards of Clyffe. 
Foster Brothers. 
Found Dead. 
Best of Husbands. 
Walter’s Word. 
Halves. 
Fallen Fortunes. 
Humorous Stories. 
Lost Sir Massingberd. 
A Perfect Treasure. 
A Woman’s Vengeance. 
The Family Scapegrace. 
What He Cost Her. 
Gwendoline’s Harvest. 
Like Father, Like Son. 
Married Beneath Him. 
Not Wooed, but Won. 
Less Black than We're Painted. 
A Confidential Agent. 
Some Private Views. 
A Grape from a Thorn. 
Glow-worm Tales. 
The Mystery of Mirbridge. 
The Burnt Million. 
The Word and the Will. 

By C. L. PaatKSS. 
Lady Lovelace. 

By EDGAR A. I*BE. 
The Mystery of Marie Roget. 

By E. C. PR H E. 
Valentina. j The Foreigners. 
Mrs. Lancaster’s Rival. 
Gerald. 
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Two-ShilLing Novels^-continued. 

By CHAKlLiES KEAI3JE. 
It is Never Too Late to Mend. 
Christie Johnstone. 
Put Yourself in His Place. 
The Double Marriage. 
Love Me Little, Love Me Long. 
The Cloister and the Hearth. 
The Course of True Love. 
Autobiography of a Thief. 
A Terrible Temptation. 
The Wandering Heir. 
Singleheart and Doubleface. 
Good Stories of Men and other Animals 

A Simpleton. 
Readiana. 
A Woman-Hater. 
The Jilt. 

Hard Cash. 
Peg Woffington. 
Griffith Gaunt. 
Foul Play. 
A Perilous Secret. 

By Mrs. JL HI. RIDBSLL. 
Weird Stories. I Fairy Water. 
Her Mother’s Darling. 
Prince of Wales’s Garden Party. 
The Uninhabited House. 
The Mystery in Palace Gardens. 

By F. W. KOBI1NSON. 
Women "are Strange. 
The Hands of Justice. 

By JAMES ISIJNCIBIAN. 
Skippers and Shellbacks. 
Grace Balmaign’s Sweetheart. 
Schools and Scholars. 

By W. CLARK RUSSELL. 
Round the Galley Fire. 
On the Fo’k’sle Head. 
In the Middle Watch. 
A Voyage to the Cape. 
A Book for the Hammock. 
The Mystery of the “Ocean Star. 
The Romance of Jenny Harlowe. 
An Ocean Tragedy. 
My Shipmate Louise. 
GEORGE AUGUSTUS SALA. 

Gaslight and Daylight. 
By JOHN SAUNDERS. 

Guy Waterman. I Two Dreamers. 
The Lion in the Path. 
By KATHARINE SAUNDERS, 
Joan Merry weather. I Heart Salvage. 
The High Mills. I Sebastian. 
Margaret and Elizabeth. 

By GEORGE K. SIMS. 
Rogues and Vagabonds. 
The Ring o’ Bells. 
Mary Jane’s Memoirs. 
Mary Jane Married. 
Tales of To-day. | Dramas of Lire. 
Tinkletop’s Crime. 
Zeph: A Circus Story. 

By ARTHUR SKETCHLEV. 
A Match in the Dark. 

By HAWLEY SMART. 
Without Love or Licence. 

By X. W. SPEIGHT. 
The Mysteries of Heron Dyke. 
The Golden Hoop. I By Devious Ways. 
Hoodwinked, &c. | Back to Life. 

A)' 

Two-Shilling Novels—continued. 

By El. A. STEBNDALE. 
The Afghan Knife. 

By El. LOUIS STEVENSON. 
New Arabian Nights. | Prince Otto. 

BY BE11XSSA THOMAS. 
Cressida. | Proud Maisie. 
The Violin-player. 
By WALTER TIIORNBUR1T 

Tales for the Marines. 
Old Stories Re-told. 
T. ADOLPHUS TROLLOPE. 

Diamond Cut Diamond. 

By F. ELEANOR TROLLOPE. 
Like Ships upon the Sea. 
Anne Furness. | Mabel’s Progress. 

By ANTHONY TROLLOPE. 
Frau Frohmann. I Kept in the Dark. 
Marion Fay. I John Caidigate. 
The Way We Live Now. 
The American Senator. 
Mr. Scarborough’s Family. 
The Land-Leaguers. 
The Golden Lion of Granpere. 

By .1. T. TROWBRIDGE. 

Farnell’s Folly. 
By E VAN TUBGF.NIEFF, &c. 

Stories from Foreign Novelists. 

By MARK TWAIN. 
A Pleasure Trip on the Continent. 
The Gilded Age. 
Mark Twain’s Sketches. 
Tom Sawyer. I A Tramp Abroad. 
The Stolen White Elephant. 
Huckleberry Finn. 
Life on the Mississippi. 
The Prince and the Pauper. 

By C. C. FRASER TYTLEB. 
Mistress Judith. 

By SABAH TYTLER. 
The Bride’s Pass. | Noblesse Oblige. 
Buried Diamonds. I Disappeared. 
SaintMungo’sCity. I Huguenot Family, 
Lady Bell. I Blackball Ghosts. 
What She Came Through. 
Beauty and the Beast. 
Citoyenne Jaquellne. 
By Nlrs. F. HI. WILLIAMSON. 
A Child Widow. 

By .S. S. WINTER. 
Cavalry Life. | Regimental Legends. 

By II. F. WOOD. 
The Passenger from Scotland Yard. 
The Englishman of the Rue Cain. 

“ By JLady WOOD. 
Sabina. 
CELIA PARKER WOOLLEY, 
Rachel Armstrong; or, Love & Theology 

By EDMUND VAXES, 
i The Forlorn Hope. | Land at Last. 
1 Castaway. 
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